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INTRODUCTION 


A Gift of Love 


One of tlx major causes of marital breakups in the 
Christian community is tlx lack of pmtectiie hedges that 
spouses should plant around tlxir marriages, their heads, 
their hearts, their e\'es, and their hands. 


Writing “Of Scandals and Hedges” in my magazine col¬ 
umn bordered on being too personal. It concerned what 
we must do to protect our marriages from infidelity, and I 
worried that it might be more embarrassing than help¬ 
ful—to the reader and to me. 

Here are some excerpts from that column: 

I have a list of rather prudish rules that I used to be em¬ 
barrassed to speak of—except to my wife, to whom they 
are a gift of love. 

They are intended to protect my eyes, my heart, my hands, 
and therefore my marriage. I direct the rules toward ap¬ 
pearances and find that if you take care of how things 
look, you take care of how they are. In other words, if you 
are never alone with an unrelated female, because it 
might not look appropriate, you have eliminated the pos¬ 
sibility that anything inappropriate will take place. 

I say these rules appear prudish because my mentioning 
them when necessary has elicited squints, scowls, and not- 
so-hidden smiles of condescension. And in outlining them 
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here, I risk implying that without following my list, I 
would immediately be plunged into all manner of affairs. 

In enforcing my own rules I don’t mean to insult the many 
virtuous women who might otherwise have very legiti¬ 
mate reasons to meet or dine with me without the slight¬ 
est temptation to have designs on me. 

Simply hedges, that’s all these rules are. And much as peo¬ 
ple don’t like to hear, read, or talk about it, the fact is that 
most Christian men do not have victory over lust. I have a 
theory about that. Scripture does not imply that we ever 
shall have victory over lust the way we are expected to win 
over worry or greed or malice. Rather, Paul instructs Tim¬ 
othy, and thus us, not to conquer or stand and fight, or 
pray about or resolve, but to flee lust. 

I know he specifies youthful lust, but I don’t believe he is 
limiting it to a certain age, but rather is describing it, re¬ 
gardless at what age it occurs. The little boy in me, and I 
have room for several, will have to flee lust until I flee life. 

Moody Monthly, July/August 1987. Used by permission. 

I then shared the six hedges I build around myself to 
protect me, my wife, my family, my employer, my church, 
and supremely, the reputation of Christ. I shared them not 
to boast, but to admit that I’m still fleeing and in the hope 
that there be some benefit to someone. 

I was afraid I had been too open, too vulnerable, but 
that proved unfounded. I received more mail and com¬ 
ment about that column than anything I’d ever written. 
Clearly, the idea had struck a chord. People asked for 
more on the subject. 

But I’m a layman, a writer—not a Bible scholar, psy¬ 
chologist, or counselor. That, some told me, was why I 
should expand on the subject. 

“Be sure it’s Bible-based, of course, but not heavily 
theological. And leave the psychology to the experts. Em¬ 
phasize the practical. Provide handles, something to grab 
on to, something a person can do to protect a marriage.” 
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This book is a result of that challenge and of the be¬ 
lief in the project on the part of the publishers. 

Let me clarify one thing: my hedges may not be your 
hedges. You may need to plant some where I never 
dreamed they would be needed, and vice-versa. Resist the 
urge to get caught up in what a weak, paranoid guy I must 
be. Rather, if my hedge applies, plant it; if it doesn’t, plant 
one of your own where you need it. 

"four marriage, and the church, will be the better for it. 



PART ONE 


The Need 
for Hedges 


No one thinks he needs hedges until it’s too late. 




ONE 


The Tangled Web 


Sexual immorality hits frighteningly close to tome. 
Without being aware of tlx need to protea ourselves 
against it, ice are mlnerable. 


Sue was not the prettiest and certainly not the sexiest 
woman John had ever seen. In fact, she didn’t hold a can¬ 
dle to his wife. But Sue worked for John. He spent a lot of 
time with her at the office. He could tell she admired him. 
He liked her, respected her, and thought she was bright, 
creative, and interesting. He liked being around her, liked 
her smile, enjoyed her wit. She was doe-eyed, had perfect 
teeth, and was married. 

Was John romantically interested in her? The ques¬ 
tion would have offended him. They were both happily 
married. They didn’t even think about an attraction be¬ 
tween them. John told his wife about Sue from the day she 
was hired. His wife was eager to meet Sue and her hus¬ 
band, and the couples genuinely liked each other. The 
couples didn’t socialize frequently because they lived too 
far from each other, but Sue kept John up to date on what 
was happening in her life, and John told his wife. Sue and 
John’s wife talked on the phone occasionally John wasn’t 
starry-eyed about Sue, and John’s wife had no reason to 
believe Sue held anything for John but respect. 
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Which was true. 

Was Sue worth losing a home and family? Now there 
was a question even more insulting than the first. No 
woman was worth that. In fact, John used to tease his wife, 
“If I ever throw you over, kid, at least I won’t humiliate 
you by running off with a dog.” 

It was a joke, because it was the last thing on his 
mind. He was a Christian, active in church, a father of 
three, a baby boomer with a comfortable and happy life. 
He wasn’t looking for anything more or different. He was 
challenged, motivated, and excited about his job and his 
career path. He was solid. John wasn't even going through 
a mid-life crisis. 

So he didn’t worry when he first found himself miss¬ 
ing Sue when she was out of town for a couple of days. He 
asked his secretary to be sure to let him know when she 
called, because he had “business to discuss with her.” It 
was true. And when the business had been discussed, they 
talked a little more. 

“We miss you around here, Sue." The emphasis was 

u n 

on we. 

“I miss vou too,” she said.“All of vou. Look forward to 
seeing you when I get back.” 

“Me too.” 

Nice. Friendly Innocent. Dangerous. But John didn't 
know that then. 

When Sue returned, her relationship with John 
changed in subtle ways. In a meeting or a room full of 
people they could read each other’s eyes in an instant. 
They weren't reading anything personal. They just knew 
what the other was thinking about the topic at hand. John 
could tell when Sue was hedging, being circumspect. Sue 
could tell when John was just being polite, when he didn’t 
really like a proposal but was kind in how he responded 
to it. 

John began to find reasons to be around Sue. He also 
found reasons to touch her in a brotherly or even fatherly 
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way—a squeeze of the hand, a touch on the shoulder, a 
hug of greeting or farewell. He would not have described 
it as sexual or even sensual, any more than any man would 
enjoy physical contact with an attractive, young female. 

John was waiting for a cab to the airport as Sue left 
the office for the day “The airports on my way home,” 
she reminded him. “I’ll give you a ride.” 

They talked business on the way At the curb he 
looked into her eyes and thanked her warmly “Any time,” 
she said. “Anything for you.” He held her gaze for a mo¬ 
ment until the humor of her comment sank in. They both 
smiled. “You know what I mean,” she added. 

“Of course.” 

They both knew she meant she would do anything 
proper for such a good friend. But both also liked the inti¬ 
mate sound of words that could be taken a variety of ways. 

In the ensuing weeks and months, John and Sue be¬ 
gan slowly to depend upon each other emotionally He 
told her things no one else in the office knew: his dreams, 
plans, private ambitions, his assessments of others. They 
went from telling each other what good friends they were 
to making their conversation more personal, more mean¬ 
ingful. He called her his “favorite friend.” She often told 
him he was “special.” 

Theirs wasn’t a typical dual pity party, each bad- 
mouthing his own spouse and looking to the other for 
ingredients missing in the marriages. No, this was simply a 
case of two people who hit it off, liked each other, became 
special to each other, and eventually became enamored 
with each other. Suddenly, or so it seemed, the inevitable 
happened. 

They justified a few lunches and even a working din¬ 
ner. When their bodies touched while sitting in a cab or in 
a restaurant booth, neither pulled away It was natural, fa¬ 
miliar. Brotherly and sisterly. When he touched her arm 
while talking to her, he often left his hand there even after 
his point had been made. 
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At a convention out of town, even with six others 
from their office along, they found opportunities to be 
alone together. It wasn't easy, but though their relation¬ 
ship had not escalated to the declaring stage yet, they both 
knew. There was no one either would rather be with. Af¬ 
ter a late dinner with everyone from their office, she 
called his room and said she couldn't sleep. 

“I’m not tired either,” he lied. He had collapsed into 
bed after the long day. “What do you want to do?” 

“I don’t know. Just talk.” 

“So talk.” 

“You wanna go for a walk?” 

“Sure.” 

They met in the lobby and strolled the deserted city 7 
streets. She thought her sweater would be enough, but the 
summer night grew chilly after midnight, and as they 
crossed a bridge over the river, he slipped his suit jacket 
over her shoulders. She smiled at him in the moonlight, 
and he put his arm around her. She slipped her hand 
around his waist. They walked silently for twenty 7 minutes 
until they came to a dark spot between street lights. 

John slowed to a stop, his emotions racing. Sue 
looked quizzically at him, but when he took her in his 
arms, they embraced so naturally, so perfectly that it 
seemed right. He could feel her heart pounding. “Dare I 
kiss you?” he whispered in her hair. 

She held him tighter, as if stalling to decide. “It’s your 
call,” she said, mimicking his favorite expression to subor¬ 
dinates when insisting they make their own decisions. It 
was all he needed to hear. 

Theirs was one long, soft, meaningful kiss that spoke 
volumes. They stared into each others eyes for a slow mo¬ 
ment, then headed back to the hotel, his hand gently on 
her arm. As the building came into sight, Sue stopped. 
“We have to talk,” she said. 

“I know.” 

“What are you thinking, John?” 
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“The same thing you’re thinking.” 

“Don’t be too sure.” 

“I’m sure, Sue. I’ll be shocked if you’re not thinking 
what I think you’re thinking.” 

“You first, Boss.” 

“This will never work, Sue. It didn’t happen. We go 
back to our respective rooms good friends, good asso¬ 
ciates, two people who happen to like each other very 
much.” 

Her eyes filled. “You know me too well.” 

“I’m relieved to hear you say that, Sue. I certainly 
didn’t intend this, and I don’t want to mislead you.” 

“The walk was my idea, but I didn’t have this is mind 
either.” 

“Nothing happened, Sue. Deal?” He stuck out his 
hand. 

She shook it but held on.“Why do I want to kiss you 
again, John? I agree we have to end this, but it seems so 
incomplete.” 

“I feel the same way. But we cannot. We must not.” 

“I know,” she said, dropping his hand. 

She thanked him for the use of his coat and smiled 
bravely at him as she left the elevator at her floor. 

John stared at the ceiling until four in the morning, 
dredging up every negative detail of his marriage. In 
twelve years he and his wife had become known as a suc¬ 
cessful and happily married couple. By the time he gave 
up trying to sleep, however, he had convinced himself that 
he had never loved her, that the marriage was a mistake, 
and that he felt something for Sue he had never felt for 
any other woman, including—and especially—his wife. 

His jaw set and his mind whirling, John strode to the 
window and gazed into the darkness. Was that a person 
sitting on the low concrete wall in the courtyard below? As 
John watched, the figure moved. It was a woman, and as 
he studied her, he knew it was Sue. 
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John freshened up and dressed quickly. He took the 
stairs all the way to the ground floor and exited a side 
door unnoticed. Sue started when she first saw him, then 
she sat still and stared ahead resignedly, as if this new 
meeting were somehow inevitable. John stood before her. 
“Sue, are you all right?” 

She nodded and dabbed at her face with a tissue. “I 
just have to get over this,” she said. 

“Anything I can do?” 

She shook her head. “It’s not going to be easy work¬ 
ing with you.” 

“It doesn’t have to be difficult, Sue. We just need to 
back up a few months. We’re good friends, and we can 
enjoy that, can’t we?” 

“You make the let’s-be-friends routine sound easy, 
John. I can’t.” 

“Why not?” 

She took a deep, quavery breath and fought for com¬ 
posure. She hadn’t looked at him since he first ap¬ 
proached. “I’m in love with you, John. That’s why” 

He reached for her and she came to him. They em¬ 
braced and kissed, and he told her he loved her, too. He 
led her back into the hotel the way he’d come, avoiding 
the lobby and the elevators. They trudged up the stairs to 
her room. He left there two hours later, in time to prepare 
for the day 

John and Sue shared a delicious, bleary-eyed secret 
for the rest of the convention. They spent most of every 
night together, and there was no more talk of how things 
would have to change when they traveled back home to 
reality. 

John and Sue convinced themselves that their love 
was so perfect that God had to be in it. Neither was pre¬ 
pared for the vehement reactions from their spouses and 
their extended families. The anger, the confusion, the ac¬ 
cusations drove them closer to each other. Within six 
months both divorces were final, and John and Sue were 
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married. A year later, while Sue was pregnant with her 
first child, John announced that he had made a terrible 
mistake. He wanted his wife and family back, and he set 
upon such an impractical and obnoxious approach that he 
lost his job and his new wife. In the process he perma¬ 
nently alienated himself from his former wife as well. 

Surely Not Them! 

John and Sue’s story is representative of several I’ve 
heard from friends, relatives, and acquaintances. It has be¬ 
come so common that I cringe when someone says, “Did 
you hear about so-and-so?” They may be informing me of 
a move or a new job or a new baby, but my first dreaded 
thought is, Oh, no, please, not them too. All too often, my 
worst fears are confirmed. No one is immune. The strong¬ 
est marriage you know of is in danger today if hedges are 
not in place. 

Not long ago I reminisced with several old friends. 
What a shocking disappointment to discover that every 
one of us knew personally of at least one painful marriage 
failure due to infidelity. Even more appalling, nearly all of 
us could point to incidents among our close relatives. Can 
anyone still doubt that the sexual revolution has brought 
about an epidemic of divorce? 

In a strange way, the problem is exacerbated in the 
Christian community because unfaithful spouses are gen¬ 
erally not in danger—the way the secular community 
is—of contracting AIDS or herpes. The type of a person 
I’m writing about is not characteristically promiscuous. 
John, in the above example, had never before slept with a 
woman other than his wife. Ironically, while the secular 
world is cleaning up its act due to fear of deadly disease, 
Christians blithely proceed, unaware they need hedges to 
keep them from surprise attacks in their areas of sexual 
weakness. 
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Try an informal survey on your own. Ask friends and 
relatives if they know people who have fallen to sexual 
temptation. Perhaps you don’t need to ask. Maybe you 
know firsthand more such stories than you care to re¬ 
count. And if the people involved were vulnerable, who 
else might be? Who will be the next one about whom you 
say, “I never would have dreamed he would do such a 
thing”? You know these people, and you have to wonder 
what made them fall. What made them vulnerable? 

The Little Foxes 

Just as it’s the little foxes who spoil the vine, so the 
seemingly small indiscretions add up to major traps. John 
and Sue allowed themselves to admire, like, respect, and 
enjoy each other without giving a second thought to the 
progression of feelings, the danger of developing emo¬ 
tional feelings, the lure of infatuation. They never remind¬ 
ed themselves of their wedding vows because they had no 
intention of breaking them. Feelings and emotions 
sneaked up on them when they least expected it, and then 
it was too late. 

Look at the biblical account of David’s failure in 2 Sam¬ 
uel 11. Here was a man after God’s own heart. Have you 
ever wondered why he didn’t go to battle? Scripture doesn’t 
provide a lot of detail about this incident, but the question 
arises: Was David too old, too tired, too successful, or too 
something to lead his army? Or was there some subcon¬ 
scious, or not so subconscious, maneuvering to get him¬ 
self into a position where he could have an opportunity to 
get next to Uriah’s wife? 

Why did he take a walk on his veranda that day? Was 
Bathsheba not aware that her bath was within the line of 
sight from the king’s palace? It’s fair to say that an innocent 
walk and a bath in the open air could be considered nearly 
innocent indiscretions. Give Bathsheba the benefit of the 
doubt, and David should have turned away when he saw 
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a naked woman. The fact that even a man after Gods own 
heart was unable to do that lends credence to my theory 
that we are to flee rather than to try to conquer lust. 

Inviting the wife of your commanding officer over af¬ 
ter seeing her bathe must be considered more than a 
small indiscretion. Even in my respect for a man of God, I 
have to suspect Davids motives. Could he simply have 
wanted to get better acquainted? Indeed! He knew this 
woman. Surely she was known in the social circles of the 
government, being married to a high-ranking soldier and 
living within sight of the palace. Did David know when he 
invited her that he would sleep with her that night? Surely 
he wasn’t testing his resolve to remain pure before God. 
What Bathsheba knew or didn’t know we can scarcely 
guess. In that time, a summons from the king was dis¬ 
obeyed only under the threat of death, so from the time 
she received his invitation, her fate was sealed. 

Safe to say, had it not been for the initial indiscre¬ 
tions, adultery may never have resulted. And look at what 
happened after that. Bathsheba became pregnant. David 
called Uriah home from battle in the hope that he would 
sleep with his wife and believe the child was his own. Uri¬ 
ah, a man of honor (how that must have made David 
feel!), refused to enjoy the comforts of his home and his 
wife while his men were engaged in battle. Had Uriah 
slept with his wife, David would have fostered deceit. As it 
turned out, Uriah’s sense of duty drove David to have him 
killed. Scripture tells how David sent the Hittite back to 
war with his own death notice in his hand (2 Samuel 
11:14-15). 


Encounters of the Too Close Kind 

How close have you come to being burned? Have you 
found yourself impressed with someone and then attract¬ 
ed to them? Maybe it seemed innocent and safe, but then 
you said or did things you never thought you would say or 
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do. Maybe on a business trip you hung around with a col¬ 
league of the opposite sex, and upon reflection you know 
you wouldn’t have wanted your spouse to do the same 
thing. It could be that nothing improper was said or done, 
but simply investing the emotional energy and time was 
inappropriate. Maybe, looking back, you can see that you 
were living dangerously. When friends fall right and left, 
you see that perhaps you were lucky you weren’t snared. 

Or maybe you did become emotionally or even phys¬ 
ically involved and fell just short of actually committing 
adultery Perhaps you live with guilt because you never 
confided that to anyone, including—and especially—your 
spouse. 

If so many of your friends and acquaintances have fal¬ 
len—people you never would have suspected—how will 
you avoid being a casualty? 





TWO 


The Changing Climate 


There’s a new openness to interaction between the sexes 
in the workplace, in the neighborhood, in counseling — 
am in the church. Christians touch more, speak more in¬ 
timately, are closer to one another. There are advantages 
to this but also gnue dangers. Fear can be good. Fear is 
as good a motivator as art}' to maintain fidelity. 

According to a survey conducted by Christianity Today, 
Inc., researchers, of one thousand readers (nonpastors) of 
Christianity Today , fully 23 percent indicated they had en¬ 
gaged in sexual intercourse with someone other than 
their wives. Twenty-eight percent indicated they had in¬ 
volved themselves in other forms of sexual contact out¬ 
side their marriages. In a separate survey of pastors, 23 
percent said they had done something sexually inappro¬ 
priate outside their marriages, 12 percent indicating adul¬ 
terous intercourse. 1 

What could John and Sue have done to insure against 
the misery they brought upon themselves? Such second 
marriages seldom work, but, make no mistake, had their 
marriage been idyllic, it would still have been disastrous 
for their previous spouses, Johns children, and both ex¬ 
tended families. 


1. “How Common Is Pastoral Indiscretion?” Leadership (Winter 
1988 ): 12 - 13 . 
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First, both should have been aware of the potential 
danger and recognized the infatuation for what it was. 
This is basic, though not admitted to by most Christians. It 
simply is not uncommon in the workplace to meet some¬ 
one with whom there seems an immediate bonding. You 
like them, they like you, you hit it off. That is the time to 
deal with the problem, because it can become a serious 
dilemma. 

You can be married ten years and still develop a 
crush on someone. You think about them, find yourself 
talking about them, quoting them (even to your spouse), 
and generally becoming enamored with them. The Chris¬ 
tianity Today, Inc., survey showed clearly that the major 
factor contributing to extramarital relationships is physical 
and emotional attraction (78 percent), far outdistancing 
marital dissatisfaction (41 percent). 2 

That is the time to remind yourself that this is nothing 
more than an adult version of adolescent puppy love, and 
it will pass. It really will. The person is off limits, and you 
should run from the situation as from a contagious dis¬ 
ease. 

You may still see the person in the work setting, and 
you may still enjoy proper interaction with them. But 
ground rules need to be set. Never tell the person that you 
are attracted to them. Talk about your spouse frequently 
in front of them. Tell your spouse about the person, but 
use your own judgment as to how fully to explain your 
dilemma. I have a friend who seems to delight in telling 
his wife about all the women upon whom he develops 
such instant and fleeting crushes. He encourages her to do 
the same, but while she admits she is susceptible to simi¬ 
lar experiences, she prefers not to talk about them or to 
hear about his. My own wife is fully aware of my hedges, 
and thus she is not threatened by my extolling the appro¬ 
priate virtues of an associate. Of course, I don’t rhapsodize 

2. ibid, 13. 
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about someone’s looks or say stupid things like, “If I had 
met her before I met you.. 

When you first become aware of the impact the other 
person has on you, that is the time to move into action. 
You should be able to determine the extent of the danger 
a person represents to you by your own body language, 
how you sit or stand when talking with them, how much 
eye contact seems acceptable, whether you seem magne¬ 
tized by them, and how much you look forward to seeing 
them. 

Don’t treat your new friend the way you treat an old, 
respected friend. Refrain from touching them, being alone 
with them, flirting with them (even in jest), or saying any¬ 
thing to them you wouldn’t say if your spouse were there. 
(While you may not be so rigid in your conduct with a 
long-time friend of the opposite sex, beware. Certain 
guidelines must be enforced. Friendships, especially with 
long-admired associates, can turn into something more in¬ 
timate even more quickly than new alliances.) 

So, what could John and Sue have done? Had either 
realized they were becoming enamored with each other, 
they could have shifted gears, gone into a protective 
mode, and saved themselves from ruining many lives. 

If hedges are constructed early enough, preferably 
well in advance of even meeting someone else, they can 
be painless and can nip marriage-threatening relation¬ 
ships before they get started. That’s the reason we so des¬ 
perately need practical suggestions on ways to build 
impenetrable hedges around our marriages. 

If you can believe The Hite Report on Male Sexuality? 
which I don’t recommend reading or believing, nearly 
three-fourths of married men cheat on their wives. Admit¬ 
tedly, the responses are from people with enough interest 
in the subject to answer a multipage questionnaire that 

3. See Shere Hite, The Hite Report On Male Sexuality (New York- Al¬ 
fred A. Knopf, 1981). 
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gave them the opportunity to discuss sex in the most pe¬ 
destrian and vulgar terms, generally robbing it of any sa¬ 
cred mystery. In fact, the monumental report itself (1,129 
pages in hardback) could be enlisted as a masturbatory 
aid, if one was so inclined. A huge percentage of the re¬ 
spondents appear so inclined, as evidenced in their com¬ 
ments. 

On the subject of adultery, the author summarizes: 

The great majority of married men were not monoga¬ 
mous. Seventy-two percent of men married two years or 
more had had sex outside of marriage: the over-whelming 
majority did not tell their wives, at least at the time [of the 
incidents].* 

Given the unscientific, nonrepresentative nature of 
the research, the above quotation can be taken with a 
healthy dose of sodium, but it should be pointed out that a 
significant number of respondents referred to themselves 
as born-again Christians. Putting this body of research 
with the Christianity Today, Inc., survey provides a rough 
idea where the Christian community fits in the overall 
scheme of marital faithfulness. 

When a famous television evangelist announced he 
was stepping aside from his ministry because of an affair, I 
shook my head. I had never been a follower of the man, 
but I had been bemused by what appeared to be a con¬ 
fused set of values. Sadly, the news of his moral failure 
was thus not a surprise. Further revelations included gross 
financial mismanagement, empire building, and even 
homosexuality. 

Another Christian television personality’s moral fail¬ 
ure included a lifelong fascination with pornography and 
an apparent attempt to get as close as possible to extra¬ 
marital sex without actually committing it. 


4. Ibid. 
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Hearing the stories of the ruined ministries of televi¬ 
sion evangelists due to sexual immorality is one thing. 
Seeing the same thing happen to your neighbor, your 
friend, or a family member is something else altogether. It 
may be hard to identify with the man who has everything 
—a ministry, wealth, status, popularity, a beautiful family 
—and risks it all for a season of pleasure, but it is not hard 
to identify with the man next door. 

When your assistant pastor, brother-in-law, or best 
friend from college falls, that’s too close to home. Then 
you get to see at close range the tumble of dominoes set 
in motion by infidelity. 

The Price of Infidelity 

Infidelity. What a genteel word for the act it de¬ 
scribes. Such a word goes down easier than violating 
one’s trust, breaking one’s marriage vows, being unfaith¬ 
ful, sleeping around, fornicating, committing adultery But 
using a mild word for sin doesn’t change a thing. 

I was twelve years old when I was first affected by the 
ravages of immorality Something was wrong in the only 
church I had ever known, and no one would tell me what 
was going on. There were meetings, public and private, 
charges, accusations, arguments, tears, factions. I bad¬ 
gered and bugged and bothered until I forced my mother 
to tell me what I really didn’t want to know 

“You’re too young to deal with it.’’ 

“No I’m not, Mom. I’m twelve!” How old that sound¬ 
ed at the time! 

“You’ll wish you hadn’t asked.” 

“Just tell me! Please!” 

“You wouldn’t believe it.” 

“Yes, I will! Tell me!” 

“Would you believe me if I told you that our pastor 
doesn’t love his wife anymore?” 

“No!” 
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“See?” 

It couldn’t be true. The pastor and his wife were per¬ 
fect! They had four of their own children and had adopted 
another. I had looked up to and admired and respected 
them for as long as I could remember. A young married 
woman in the church had been the center of the rumors. 
Was there an affair? Had someone seen them embrace? 
Could the stories be true of the pastor berating his wife? 
My head swam as the rumors flew around our church. 

The pastors final sermon was a not-so-veiled admis¬ 
sion of a mistake he had made years before—his choice of 
a wife. The church was ravaged by a near-split soon after 
his departure. Then came the news of the divorce. His 
ministry was over. That little church was left in pieces, and 
it took years to pull itself back together. 

I thought no such trauma had ever before hit a won¬ 
derful church like ours, nor could it ever happen again. 
Since then I have heard countless such stories, including 
both a senior pastor and an assistant pastor I had sat un¬ 
der. One left notes for his trusted friends and associates, 
praising God for “this new, divine love that is so wonder¬ 
ful that He had to author it.” Another friend tried to con¬ 
vince me that the relationship that broke up both his and 
his girlfriends marriages was “in the center of Gods will.” 

The Underlying Root 

What seemed an aberration more than twenty-five 
years ago in a small town was merely a harbinger for the 
marital devastation that has hit the Christian community 
today. 

Marriages are breaking up at such an alarming rate 
that its hard to find someone who has not been affected 
by divorce in his immediate family. How many divorces 
can you count in your own family, including grandparents 
on both sides, aunts, uncles, and your own siblings? 
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You may not know how many of those divorces were 
the result of immorality, but half is a fair assumption. 
Women leave their husbands for a variety of complex rea¬ 
sons, the most minor of which—according to marriage 
counselors—is their own lust. Rarely do you hear of a 
woman who simply fell for someone who, by his sexual 
appeal alone, turned her head and heart from her own 
husband. 

But men—yes, even those who would blame their 
frumpy, crabby, boring wives for their own roving eyes 
—don’t really need an excuse. They will point to myriad 
reasons for having to leave, but it nearly always can be 
traced to lust, pride, and a false sense of their own 
strength. Remember that the major factors leading to the 
illicit relationships in the Christianity Today, Inc., survey 
showed 78 percent of respondents citing physical and 
emotional attraction while only 41 percent cited marital 
dissatisfaction? 

Think of the men you know and the reasons they 
gave for finding someone new Did some of them have 
incredibly attractive, even sexy wives? Can all those men 
complain of their wives’ frigidity? 

A strange aspect of infidelity is that a man usually has 
to invent reasons after the fact. The man who once taught 
marriage seminars, raved about his wife, treated her right, 
was proud of her, now must say: 

“We hid the truth. Our marriage was never good.” 

“In private she was not what she appeared to be in 
public.” 

“I never loved her.” 

“She didn’t understand me” (the oldest saw in the 
tool kit). 


5. “How Common Is Pastoral Indiscretion?” 13. 
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No Excuse 

We all know the adage that every broken marriage 
has two sides and that there’s no such thing as a complete¬ 
ly innocent party However, those statements need exami¬ 
nation. No, none of us knows what went on behind closed 
doors, and we all know how base we can be in private, 
compared to the image we like to project in public. 

But if you know divorced couples, you know of ex¬ 
amples where, if she was not innocent, the wife was cer¬ 
tainly not guilty of anything that justified her husbands 
leaving her for another woman. I’ve been acquainted with 
enough such offending men to see their defenses coming 
a mile away Suddenly this woman we all know as a won¬ 
derful person—not perfect, maybe a bit dull, maybe har¬ 
ried and overworked, maybe not as dazzling as she was 
when they first married—is painted as a monster. This 
from the man who is no prize himself, yet he has justified 
breaking the laws of God, breaking his promises to his 
wife, violating their union, and blaming it on her! I once 
knew a denominational leader in his sixties who carried 
on a year-long affair with a younger woman. When he was 
exposed and defrocked and called before his superiors, 
he brought along his wife who took full responsibility No 
confession. No apology It was her fault, he said. She said 
it herself. 

Call it what you will, but a man with as perfect a wife 
as he could ever want is still capable of lust, of a senseless 
seeking of that which would destroy him and his family. If 
he does not fear his own potential and build a hedge 
around himself and his marriage, he heads for disaster. 

A Healthy Fear 

Shall we all run scared? Yes! Fear is essential.“There 
are several good protections against temptation,” Mark 
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Twain said, “but the surest is cowardice.”" 

Look around. Let your guard down, don’t remind 
yourself that you made a vow before God and men, don’t 
set up barriers for your eyes, your mind, your hands, your 
emotions, and see how quickly you become a statistic. 

A man may say, “It could never happen to me. I love 
my wife. We know each other inside out by now. We’ve 
left the emotional infatuation stage that ruled our court¬ 
ship and honeymoon, and we love God’s way: uncondi¬ 
tionally and by the act of our wills. We each know the 
other is not perfect and we accept and love each other 
anyway. We’re invulnerable to attack, especially by lust 
that leads to immorality.” 

But when—because he has not planted hedges to 
protect himself—he falls, his tune changes. Then his ex¬ 
cuse is that he fell out of love, the old magic was no long¬ 
er there, the wife was too busy with the house and kids, 
his needs were not fulfilled at home. 

Worse, the Christian deserter becomes so infatuated 
with his new love that he often gives God the credit. Know 
a counseling pastor or a Christian psychologist? Ask him 
how many times he’s heard a man say, “This new relation¬ 
ship is so beautiful, God has to be behind it.” Never mind 
that it goes against all sense and every tenet of Scripture, 
not to mention everything the man has ever believed in 
and stood for. 

What is happening? When we baby boomers were in 
elementary school we knew one, maybe two kids from 
broken homes. Divorce among church people was almost 
nonexistent. Now the solid, happy marriage is the excep¬ 
tion. From people we never dreamed would have prob¬ 
lems come stories of affairs, adultery, separation, and 
divorce. 


6. Mark Twain, Following the Equator, vol. 1, “Pudd’nhead Wilson’s 
New Calendar,” chap. 36. 
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This is not the forum in which to debate the issue of 
divorce. Scripture is clear that God hates divorce (Malachi 
2:16), but opinions vary as to whether He forbids it alto¬ 
gether or allows it in only one or two circumstances, and 
whether remarriage is allowed regardless of the reason 
for the divorce. 

No matter where you stand on those issues, you must 
agree that no one marries intending or wanting to di¬ 
vorce. Some, no doubt, from the beginning consider di¬ 
vorce a convenient option and vow to stay together for as 
long as we both shall love. But even the Christian with the 
most liberal position possible on divorce says and means 
at his wedding that he is pledging himself to his wife for¬ 
ever. He may later forget it or decide that it was merely 
archaic formality, but there’s no way around it. His vows 
were legal, sacred, and moral. When he commits adultery, 
he breaks his promise. 

One of the most effective ways to deal with a friend 
who is trying to justify his adultery is to say, “Bill, don’t 
foiget that I was there. I heard you say it. I heard you 
promise that you would take no one but Jane unto your¬ 
self for as long as you both shall live.” 

“Yeah, but—” 

“You can ‘yeah, but’ all you want, but the fact is, you 
broke your promise.” 

“But she—” 

“Regardless what she did or didn’t do, you broke 
your promise, didn’t you?” 

That can take the wind out of any sail made of ex¬ 
cuses. 


Run, Don’t Walk 

A complex litany of events takes place between the 
vows and the adultery, and it behooves those of us who 
want to remain pure to examine those events, expose 
them for what they are, and either avoid letting them hap- 
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pen or avoid letting Satan use them to trick us into justify¬ 
ing our sin. 

Once we have identified them, what will we do about 
them? Will we pray over them? Resolve to conquer them? 
Turn over new leaves? Ironically, the answer is easier than 
that. We are not to win, not to gain the victory, not to suc¬ 
ceed by the sheer force of our wills, our consciences, or 
our determination. 

Flee the evil desires of youth, and pursue righteousness, 

faith, love and peace, along with those who call on the 

Lord out of a pure heart. (2 Timothy 2:22, niv) 

We are to run. To flee. To get out. To get away. Why? 
Does this admonition to flee somehow serve as an admis¬ 
sion on Gods part that He did not even equip us with the 
ability to subdue our natures in this area? The question is 
valid. Of adultery, in the Old Testament God tells us, “You 
shall not” (Exodus 20:14), and in the New Testament He 
says that if we so much as look upon a woman to lust after 
her, we have already committed adultery with her in our 
hearts (Matthew 5:28). 

In other areas, God grants us victory. We can win 
over jealousy, a bad temper, greed, and even pride. We 
can train our consciences to avoid theft, bad mouthing, 
and lying. But who do you know who could avoid a peek 
at pornography if convinced no one would find out? 

Clearly there are times when we are stronger than at 
other times. So what is the solution when temptation 
rages? If we are weak and have not taken precautions, if 
we have not applied preventive medicine, we have already 
failed. The only answer is to plan, to anticipate danger, to 
plot the way of escape. 

The time to build hedges is before the enemy attacks. 












THREE 


Don’t Blame God 


One of the most fascinating and misunderstood 
differences between men and women is in their thougfjt 
processes and sexual triggers. 


I was in the eighth grade when short skirts became pop¬ 
ular. I thought I’d died and gone to heaven. Our school 
went through ninth grade, so to me ninth-grade girls were 
women. Of course, in 1962-63, what I considered short 
skirts were just an inch or two above the knee. Lord, have 
mercy! The trend would escalate to micro minis by the 
time I reached college, so I spent my entire adolescence 
with my eyes open. 

I suppose that era made me a leg man, though it 
would be a lie to say that any other female physical attri¬ 
bute is far down my appreciation list. Lest I sound like a 
wolf-whistling lecher, please know that this was a private 
sport. While we junior high boys might nudge someone 
so he could follow our eyes to a choice target, for some 
reason we didn’t admit to each other how deeply we felt 
about looking at girls. 

Indeed, I thought I was probably the only Christian 
boy attracted to the female figure. From childhood I had 
read in a denominational magazine letters from teenagers 
lamenting having gone too far in their relationships and 
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pleading for advice on how to control themselves. That 
turned out to be a good foundation for me when I began 
dating and facing temptation. I credit that early input— 
along with dating virtuous women—for coming to my 
wedding night as virginal as my bride: wholly. 

Yet in junior high and high school I feared I would 
wind up as one of those letter writers. I was so enamored 
with women and their sensual beauty that I was convinced 
I had the potential to become a fiend. When I realized that 
even more exciting to me than any sports drama was 
watching a girl cross her legs and catching a glimpse of 
thigh, I knew I had it bad. 

Had I only known this was normal! That I was not 
alone! That such attraction to women, yes, even to their 
sexuality, was God’s idea! Is that heresy? It’s not now, and 
it wasn’t then. Though I can’t recall having purely lustful 
thoughts in junior high, I carried a deep sense of guilt about 
even wanting to look at girls. As best I can recall, I had no 
thoughts of illicit sex. Still, I felt guilty Something seemed 
wrong with thinking about this all the time. What a relief it 
would have been to discover that (depending on which 
expert you read) the typical American adolescent male 
thinks about sex no fewer than four times every minute! 

Of course, as I graduated from puberty and went on 
for a master’s degree in girl watching, it became more and 
more difficult to separate looking and appreciating from 
lusting. It was of only small comfort to me when I heard a 
Christian youth leader say that 99 percent of all heterosex¬ 
ual boys have a problem with lust and that the other 1 
percent are liars. I was devout in my faith and knew right 
from wrong, yet I seemed to have no control, no resolve, 
no victory in this area. I regret not having had an adult 
perspective that would have allowed me to enjoy those 
years with wonder and without guilt. 

With my own three boys, two of whom are teenagers, 
I already allow for the natural attraction to and preoccupa¬ 
tion with females, and we talk about it rather than pretend 
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there’s something wrong with it. I sometimes caution 
them about thoughts, and we discuss openly the priceless 
value of their goal to reach marriage without having fallen 
into sexual sin. 

Beyond that I don’t pretend that they should chastise 
themselves for appreciating a form designed by God to 
attract him. Without being crude, we discuss which girl in 
an ad or on a television program is most attractive and 
why. I admit that women are still fun to look at, even at my 
ripe age (I’m in my forties). They probably get tired of my 
cautioning to be careful about dwelling on the sexual and 
to simply admire, delight in, enjoy, and respect God’s 
beautiflil creativity. 

Drs. Miriam and Otto Ehrenberg classify parents in 
four categories according to their views of sex in raising 
their children: Sex Repressive (sex is bad and should be 
discussed or dealt with only in that light), Sex Avoidant 
(sex is OK but is best not talked about), Sex Obsessive 
(sex is everything, no taboos, even young children should 
be conversant about it), Sex Expressive (sex is good and 
healthy and should be discussed appropriately). 

They write: 

The aim of Sex Repressive parents is very specific: to curb 
sexual behavior and keep their children, especially their 
daughters, away from sexual entanglements before they are 
married. The impact of Sex Repressive parents, however, 
goes way beyond this goal: they instill a sense of shame in 
children about their innate sexuality which alienates chil¬ 
dren from their parents and interferes with their later ca¬ 
pacity to form satisfying relationships with the opposite 
sex.... Children in these circumstances grow up feeling 
bad about the sexual stirrings which are an essential part 
of their nature, and resentful towards their parents for dis¬ 
approving of this very basic aspect of their being . 1 

1. Miriam Ehrenberg, Ph.D., and Otto Ehrenberg, Ph.D., The Intimate 
Circle (New York: Simon and Schuster, 1988), 47-48. 
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Any conscientious parent would want to be Sex 
Expressive, but there is for Christians a major problem 
with this secular view of sexuality While it is almost al¬ 
ways positive and healthy to be Sex Expressive, we must 
also instill in our children the biblical admonition that sex 
before or outside of marriage is wrong, is sin, and has 
consequences. In other words, during the time of our 
children’s peak sexual awareness—adolescence—we 
might be labeled Sex Repressive by the experts, even 
though we assure our children that sex is good and 
healthy and fun and was, in fact, God’s idea. 

I know some people may laugh at my notion of look¬ 
ing at women to appreciate God’s creativity and would ac¬ 
cuse me of inventing a spiritual reason to leer. I maintain 
that, after years of steeling myself to avert my eyes from 
something made attractive by God, developing an appreci¬ 
ation for it is far healthier. Clearly it would be wrong to 
gawk and dwell upon some stranger’s beauty, especially 
when I have vowed before God and man to put my wife 
ahead of all others. Dianna knows I am attracted to pretty 
women (she is one, after all). She also knows that I know 
they are off limits and that even entertaining a lustful 
thought is wrong. The point is, I don’t pretend before my 
wife that I no longer look at other women. My gaze 
doesn’t linger and my thoughts stay in check (not easily 
and not always), but how much worse it would be if I pre¬ 
tended to have been blind since our wedding and she 
caught me sneaking a peek. Her standard line is, “When 
he quits looking, he quits cooking.” 

Don’t get the idea that my eyes are always roving and 
that my poor wife can’t keep my attention. (Anyone who 
has seen her knows otherwise.) It doesn’t take a lingering 
look to appreciate beauty, and there are more than 
enough reasons not to stare at other women. First, it 
would threaten Dianna and jeopardize my covenant with 
her. It would be dangerous to my thought life, because 
past a casual observance of God’s handiwork (go ahead, 
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laugh!), my eyes and mind have no right to dwell there. 
Even if the woman doesn’t belong to anyone else, I do! 

It’s interesting, the double standard that comes into 
play here. My glance at a nice-looking woman is even 
quicker when she’s escorted. I know how I feel when men 
stare at my wife. I watch their eyes. I’m possessive and 
jealous. I have a right to be. If their gaze lingers, I assume 
they’re trying to catch her eye, and they probably are. No 
fair. Out of bounds. Off limits. She’s mine. It gives me a 
great sense of security that Dianna is largely unaware how 
many heads she turns and that, even if she were aware, 
she’s not one to return another man’s gaze. Still, I resent it 
when I see someone stare at her, and I want to practice 
the golden rule when the shoe is on the other foot. 

I’m quick to point out to my son that the rush of feel¬ 
ing he might experience for a beautiful woman should 
never be mistaken for true love. Such a rush is mere infat¬ 
uation, physical and sensual attraction, a path to a dead 
end. A relationship may begin with physical attraction, but 
to build on that alone leads to disaster. It’s also important 
to differentiate here between beauty and cheap sexuality. 
Almost any woman—within reason—can dress or make 
herself up in such a way that she looks sexy and available. 
I maintain that, unless a man is looking for thrills, he 
won’t find such a creature attractive. Focusing on a hook¬ 
er-type is selfish and fleshly, perverting the natural attrac¬ 
tion between the sexes that was God’s idea. 

I realize that women may shake their heads in disgust 
at my obvious male perspective. Guilty. I was born this 
way. My friend Lois Mowday covers much the same territo¬ 
ry from the female viewpoint in her excellent book, The 
Snare, 1 but neither of us could have written the other’s 
book. Men and women think and act and are different, 
and no amount of modem talk can convince me other¬ 
wise. 


2. See Lois Mowday, The Snare (Colorado Springs: NavPress, 1988). 
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Another high school youth leader first impressed 
upon me that girls don’t think at all like guys do. I didn’t 
believe him at first. Even the minor exposure to pornogra¬ 
phy a sheltered evangelical male gets tells him that wom¬ 
en can be vamps, tramps, teases, flirts, come-ons, hookers, 
you name it. Therefore, the male assumes that innocent, 
young Christian girls who dress, act, walk, or talk provoca¬ 
tively know exactly what they are doing. Unless the girls 
are asking for trouble, which I find difficult to accept, they 
are playing a dangerous and contemptuous game with us 
guys. They know we are turned on by hair trigger switches 
through the mind and all five senses, so unless they mean 
business, they are cruel. 

This idea that they were, on the whole, ignorant of 
their effect or unaware how males react was so revelatory 
and revolutionary that I couldn’t accept it. I’m not saying 
there aren’t women base enough to fit precisely the de¬ 
scription in the above paragraph, but just that most of 
those who turn men on would be shocked to know how 
they are viewed. 

I tested that theory as a high school senior and as a 
college freshman. I dated a Christian girl who was careful 
and virtuous and could not be described as a flirt. I dis¬ 
cussed with her the actions and dress of mutual friends 
and found that she agreed with our youth leader. The girls 
in question were ignorant or naive. They were not sinister 
or on the prowl. I mustered my courage and began to ask 
them. 

My freshman year at a Christian college allowed me 
to meet many beautiful women students, a whole range of 
personalities, modes of dress, and behavior. Our school 
policy stipulated that skirts could be no shorter than the 
top of the knee. Some of my best friends, women I re¬ 
spected and admired and enjoyed looking at, seemed to 
push the rule to the limit. How does one determine the 
top of the knee? (My friends and I volunteered to help!) 
Depending on the skirt, the material, and the woman, a 
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skirt that was legal while she was standing might be four 
inches above the knee when she sat. Even the most mod¬ 
est skirt that touched the top of the knee was a problem 
for men and women when she wanted to cross her legs. 

Not wanting to appear an oddball, I waited until I felt 
a woman was my friend before I popped my question. 

“Can I ask you something, just out of curiosity?” 

“Sure.” 

“How would you feel if you thought that the way you 
dressed caused men to lust?” 

I asked at least six college women, ages ranging from 
eighteen to twenty-one. Every one of them responded 
with some variation on this answer: 

“Oh, I’m sure we don’t have any guys that perverted 
around here.” 

Remember, I was not on a crusade to get the rule 
changed or even to get the skirts lengthened. I was just 
testing a theory, and I was stunned by the response. They 
actually didn’t know. They dressed for fashion, for com¬ 
fort, and for their own taste. Had they realized they were 
causing problems for male students, I have no doubt 
they’d have made adjustments. In fact, things have some¬ 
how changed in the ensuing twenty years. I recently read 
in a Christian college newspaper an editorial by a woman 
student who said she and her sisters had gotten the point. 
They felt a responsibility not to lead their brothers into 
sin. She took it a step further and said some of the guys 
could take a lesson in how to wear their jeans. 

That’s a new concept: men turning women on by 
what they wear and how they wear it. What has contribut¬ 
ed to this shift? Some would say novels—written by men 
—that portray women triggered sexually by the same sti¬ 
muli that affect men, plus the advent of male strippers and 
magazines like Playgirl, which depict male nudity. It is 
generally accepted that women are aroused by environ¬ 
ment, atmosphere, tenderness, romance, and touch. The 
idea of men baring themselves has been considered re- 
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pulsive to women. Today you can even see television com¬ 
mercials in which girls on the beach rate the various body 
parts of the men that walk by Women friends and rela¬ 
tives tell me, however, that while the occasional broad 
shoulder or narrow hip might be a mild turn-on, most 
women are still not sexually aroused in the same way men 
are. There is no longer any question that women can be 
aroused to a similar state of excitement and eroticism, but 
the route is different. 3 

These differences in attraction actually compete with 
each other. A man is turned on by the mere thought of a 
beautiful woman—imagining, fantasizing about the possi¬ 
bilities. When he meets a woman, the scenario has already 
been played out in his mind. She might like his voice, his 
smile, his manner. Meanwhile, he’s light-years ahead. She 
smiles at his interest, then he says or does something in¬ 
appropriate. Immediate disaster. She’s turned off, he’s of¬ 
fended, and neither understands what went wrong. She 
thinks he’s a typical male. He thinks she’s a typical female. 
Both are right. Some like to blame God for this seeming 
inequity (“I can’t help myself; He made me this way”). 
Others say our makeup justifies aggressiveness, that men 
are to be the leaders, planners, visionaries. Women are to 
be submissive, supportive, reactive. Neither view is wholly 
acceptable, of course. Sure, there are times, especially as 
teenagers, when we men might wish we hadn’t been 
equipped with an engine that idles like a rocket but which 
isn’t supposed to be launched for years. But to hide be¬ 
hind nature to justify aggression and chauvinism is cow¬ 
ardly Theologians and psychologists can work out the 
reasons why we’re made this way. Our task is to channel 
our drives into something positive and to glorify God in 
the process. 


3. William H. Masters and Virginia E. Johnson, Human Sexual Re¬ 
sponse (Boston: Little, Brown and Co., 1966), 301-2. 





FOUR 


The Dynamics 
of Flirtation 

Flirting is fun and usually begins in innocence. It's a 
hard habit to break, even after marriage. Yet it causes 
jealousy. Wjrse, it puts us into situations ue never 
intended to fall into, and it creates misunderstandings 
that can lead to infidelity. 


Apart from sex, what could be more fun than flirting? If 
you say softball, you’re reading the wrong book. 

Flirting is so much fun because the rushes, emotions, 
and pleasures are sexual. It’s foreplay with no payoff. It 
makes the heart race, the face flush, and a feeling of well¬ 
being wash over the body. It seems harmless, but it’s not. 

If you want to flirt, flirt with your wife. She may not 
look, feel, or sound the way she did when you first flirted 
with her years ago, but she still wants you to flirt with her. 
Try it. Wink at her across the room. Blow her a kiss no one 
else sees. Play footsie with her under the table. Give her a 
squeeze, a pinch, a tickle no one else notices. 

Are you afraid she’ll think you’re crazy? Well, you are 
crazy, aren’t you? Put yourself in her place. Would you like 
to be flirted with by someone who loves you, someone 
who can tease about what she might do with you later and 
then deliver? Do you, or would you, appreciate your wife 
making a pass at you, making a suggestive comment, giv¬ 
ing you a knowing look? I do, and she does, and I love it. 
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Married couples do not commonly flirt with each oth¬ 
er, and it may have to be relearned. Marital flirting is really 
no different than adolescent flirting. You can do the same 
things, only everything you’re thinking about and hoping 
will come of it is legal, normal, acceptable, and beautiful. 
Marital flirting is fun and safe. 

But! Who do we usually flirt with? Who would we like 
to flirt with? Good friends from work? From church? Rela¬ 
tives? Young people? Wives of friends? 

We don’t mean anything by it. It’s innocent. They’re 
safe. It’s a way of having a good time at no one’s expense. 
Right? 

Then why does it bother us so much when we detect 
someone trying to flirt with our wives? A wink, a smile, a 
“Hey-why-dorit-you-dump-this-guy-and-run-off-with-me- 
ha-ha,” a touch, and the hair on our necks bristles. Who 
does this guy think he is? He thinks this is funny? 

We’re also extremely interested in how our wives re¬ 
act to such an approach. Can she bob and weave with the 
best of them, return the barbs, keep it alive? We trust her. 
She’s faithful. It’s all a game, a diversion. 

Then why does it bother us so much? 

Because the flirter has no right to the emotions, the 
inappropriate attention, the sexual/recreational lives of 
our spouses. I don’t flirt with other women, even in jest, 
because I wouldn’t want my wife to be offended or hurt or 
to wonder or be embarrassed. And I certainly would not 
want her to do the same. 

My wife doesn’t flirt because something deep within 
her knows it is basically wrong. She doesn’t have to fight 
the urge, and when someone tries to flirt with her, her 
unpracticed reactions cool his heels. She doesn’t try to be 
mean or cold—though she could be if someone actually 
came on to her—but extramarital flirtation is so far from 
her modus operandi that she usually doesn’t recognize it. 
Thus her reaction is either puzzlement or seriousness, 
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and a flirt needs a target that flexes, that gives, that 
bounces back. 

Because I enjoy having fun and being funny, and be¬ 
cause my mind tends to find humor in words and unusual 
combinations of ideas, I could easily flirt with anyone I 
thought was receptive. Much flirting is funny. If someone 
says something flirtatious to me, my first impulse is to ex¬ 
pand on it, play with it, see how quick and funny I can be. 
But I resist that. It isn’t fair. It’s mental and emotional un¬ 
faithfulness. I would be exercising a portion of my brain 
and soul reserved for my exclusive lover. 

That seems a little rigid, and I am careful not to chas¬ 
tise, put down, or otherwise embarrass or insult a woman 
who might flatter me by flirting with me. It is flattering, of 
course, even if it does somehow lower my esteem for her. 
I usually respond with humor that changes the subject or 
ends the conversation, in the hope that she will later real¬ 
ize that I deflected the approach without embarrassing 
her. 

The reason I don’t scowl at flirters or lecture them is 
that I believe most flirting is well-intentioned. It’s meant to 
be a compliment, a friendly gesture, a you-and-me kind of 
a thing that separates those of us with certain kinds of 
minds and attitudes from everyone else in the room. It’s 
elitist. It’s subtle. It marks you as smart and clever. 

But, as usual, we find ourselves confronted by the 
age-old difference between men and women. A friend of 
mine, a woman, says something grossly inappropriate to 
me almost every time I see her. She does it to bug me, and 
she has absolutely no ulterior motives. Even my wife 
thinks she’s a scream. 

Women mean something entirely different by flirting 
than men do. Most women I have discussed this with tell 
me that they agree flirting with someone else’s husband is 
not right, and often they feel guilty later. But initiating the 
flirting or responding to someone’s else’s approach is fun 
and exciting because of the attention. 
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“Usually it surprises me,” a friend says. “Often a 
meeting of the eyes or a smile or a flirtatious joke makes 
me realize for the first time that a man is even aware of 
me in a group. Then, I admit, I encourage it, but with no 
thought of actually leading him on.” 

I’m not saying that men intend anything serious at 
first either, but if a flirtatious advance is returned, it tends 
to escalate. I know two men who have left their wives for 
other men’s wives, and it all began with what each party 
thought and intended to be harmless flirting. 

In one case, the process took a year; in the other, 
only a little over a month. In both cases, the same thing 
happened. The man started it. The woman responded. 
They teased each other on several occasions until the man 
grew bold enough to think that maybe she meant some¬ 
thing by her encouraging responses. In the first case, he 
made a move on her; she was stunned and hurt; and in the 
apologizing and reconciling process, they fell in love. In 
the second, she was surprised but pleased at his interest, 
and in the throes of a bad marriage, she jumped ship, and 
two marriages sank. 

As with any other innocent activity that eventually 
gets out of hand, flirting can be a good and natural part of 
a person’s progression toward true love. God made us 
able to respond emotionally and physically to attention 
from the opposite sex, and that is the initial aim of flirting. 
But like any of His gifts, this is one that can be cheapened 
and counterfeited and used for evil as well as for good. 

I was twelve when I first experienced the euphoric 
surge of excitement at knowing that a girl and I had 
locked eyes on purpose. What began as an accident be¬ 
came an anticipated activity What a revelation! It hap¬ 
pened like this: 

I helped a friend deliver papers on his route every 
day. We traded off, from one day to the next, handling the 
two halves of the territory. One day I tossed a paper onto 
the big front porch of a house, then moved on to the next 
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home. I had just dropped that paper on the steps when I 
heard the door of the first house open and saw a girl 
about my age come out to retrieve the paper. 

I recognized her from school, though I didn’t know 
her—not even her name. She was probably a year ahead 
of me. As she bent to pick up the paper, her long brown 
hair cascaded over her face, and as she stood up, she 
flipped it back into place with a turn of her head. And she 
looked right at me. 

I had been idly watching her as I moved along, but I 
was embarrassed that she saw me, so I quickly looked 
elsewhere. But what was that out of the corner of my eye? 
Had I turned too quickly? Had she smiled at me? I shot a 
fast double take her way; she had already turned back to¬ 
ward the door. But out of the corner of her eye she must 
have seen me looking back at her, so she turned back. 

We smiled shyly at each other and said nothing. I 
don’t know what she was thinking. Probably nothing. To a 
twelve-year-old, a thirteen-year-old is almost an adult, and 
I was very much on the young side of twelve. I probably 
had a ball glove in my newspaper bag, maybe even a pock¬ 
etful of marbles. My hair would have been flying. 

She was more sophisticated. Grown up. She was 
probably just smiling at some dumb paperboy, I decided, 
but I sure liked it when she smiled at me. The next day I 
pleaded with my friend to let me deliver on the same end 
of the route again. Nothing doing. I would have to wait 
another twenty-four hours to see that smile. I never con¬ 
sidered that it was probably a fluke. Why hadn’t I ever 
seen her before? Did I think she would wait at the window 
for me next time? 

Two days later my hair was combed, my cleanest 
jeans were on, and I wore new tennies. I imagined her 
watching me from half way down the block, so I did my 
best to look older, more conscientious, important, in a 
hurry, doing a good job. A couple of times I walked past a 
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house without dropping a paper, only to nonchalantly flip 
one behind my back to the precise spot. I was hot. 

At the house before hers I had to mount the steps and 
put the paper in the rungs under the mail box. I casually 
bounded up the stairs two at a time, slipped the paper in, 
and jumped all the way to the ground. No problem. I don’t 
know what I would have done if I had wound up with a 
face full of dirt. I never thought about that. I imagined her 
eyes on me, smiling, and I could do anything. Down deep 
I was hoping against hope that she was home and would 
come out to get the paper again. 

I approached her porch. Slowly Dropped the paper 
in front of the door. Turned. More slowly. Then moved 
resolutely to the next house. No action. No movement. No 
noise. I looked back several times, hoping. Nothing. May¬ 
be that’s why I was doing only one side of the street at a 
time. When I crossed at the corner and delivered papers 
to the other side of the same street, I could see her porch 
for half a block. I worked ever so deliberately 

The house directly across from hers was not that of a 
paper subscriber, but it sat on a wide expanse of lawn. I 
delivered the paper to the house before it, then traversed 
the entire distance to the next subscriber with my head 
turned, staring at the magic porch. Had someone planted 
a tree in my path the day before, I’d have worn it home. 
The trail I blazed was as circuitous as you can imagine for 
one without his eye on where he’s going. 

But my persistence paid off. She appeared. And she 
was dressed up in a flufly, red dress. She stepped out, 
picked up the paper, went to the edge of the porch, 
leaned on the railing, and smiled at me across the street. 
Her smile and her eyes followed me until I had to look 
away or careen into the street. This had been no accident. 
I couldn’t swear she had dressed up just for me—clearly 
she had somewhere to go early that evening—but she had 
looked for me, found me, smiled at me, and made it ob- 
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vious she was pleased to have done so. I began wondering 
where we might raise our family 

You can’t imagine the thrill, unless you remember 
similar experiences on the threshold of puberty We con¬ 
tinued that ritual every other day for a little over a week, 
until I found out she was doing the same to my friend, the 
other delivery boy I hadn’t even said hello to my intend¬ 
ed, and she had already cheated on me. I wasn’t even mo¬ 
tivated to fight for her. My interest cooled overnight. 

As a freshman in high school I enjoyed another silent 
flirting season with a girl in my algebra class. She was a 
fresh-faced blond with glasses and a turned-up nose, and 
for some reason, I loved to look at her. We sat on opposite 
sides of the room. To see her, I had to lean back and look 
past all the heads in my row. One day she caught me look¬ 
ing, so I turned back. But when I sneaked another peek, 
she was staring right at me. 

It seemed my heart skipped a beat. Was it obvious to 
everyone in the class that we were in love? I didn’t even 
know her name, yet my pulse quickened and I was short 
of breath when I caught her gaze, me leaning back and 
her leaning forward. We didn’t even smile at each other. 
This was too intense. Occasionally I tried to tell myself I 
was imagining this, and then we would settle into our 
desks, the teacher would begin his lecture, and I would 
zero in on that pair of eyes. 

For a week we stared at each other, sometimes for 
twenty minutes at a time. I was stunned the teacher did 
not call us down for it, or at least one of us. He would not 
have been able to see both of us staring at the same time, 
but he could have followed one’s gaze to the other. Either 
he didn’t notice or he had already given up on my algebra 
potential. 

One day when I had finally learned her name, I mus¬ 
tered the courage to send a note across to her. Everybody 
looked at her and then at me as she read it. “See you after 
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class?” it read. She looked up at me, still unsmiling, and 
nodded. Has there ever been a longer forty-minute wait? I 
couldn’t even look at her that day I just studied the clock. 

After class she went out the door, turned right, stood 
with her back against the wall and her books embraced in 
front of her and waited expectantly. “Hi,” I said. 

“Hi,” she said. 

I wanted so badly to say something cool like, “You 
know, I’ve really enjoyed studying you these last several 
days, and I thought it was time we got better acquainted.” 

But I didn’t. I said, “Um, I was wonderin’ if you 
wouldn’t mind if I walked you to your next class.” 

“No problem,” she said, in a voice too hard, too 
sharp for such a pretty face. “’Cept it’s like right here.” 
She nodded to the study hall next to the algebra room. 

“Oh, yeah, well, I guess you can make it there by 
yourself all right.” 

“Yeah,” she said, and walked away. 

I saw her again, but I never looked at her, if you 
know what I mean. I was learning valuable lessons in illu¬ 
sion versus reality 

My point in these two anecdotes, however, is that the 
same surge of ecstasy is available to me—or to any man 
—today If you work at it, you can catch a woman’s eye 
and see if she wants to play the game. The problem is that 
it’s short of adultery only in the physical sense, and it can 
lead to that. 

I’m sometimes embarrassed in public, maybe in a 
restaurant, when I happen to catch the gaze of a woman, 
look away, and then we look back at the same moment. 
Neither of us is looking for anything; each is embarrassed 
and wonders what the other thinks. I usually smile apolo¬ 
getically and then fight the urge to look once more. 

I’m not looking for other women’s eyes, and I don’t 
want them or anyone, especially my wife, to think that I 
am. There is a comfort, a sensuality, a sexuality, a bonding 
deeper than with anyone else when I look deeply into 
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Dianna’s eyes. I know her, I can read her, and we can 
communicate that way. 

I also communicate with her by flirting, touching, ca¬ 
ressing, yes, even playing footsie. We consider these fun 
and funny ways of communicating to be personal and pri¬ 
vate. They make up a part of our sexual language of love, 
and every one of them—even the looks, smiles, and sug¬ 
gestive comments—are off limits for anyone else. 

I don’t flirt with anyone but my wife, and vice versa. 



FIVE 


The Biblical 
Basis for Hedges 

People will tell you to beware of legalism, even in the 
arm of sexual purity. It’s true that a balanced, 
appropriate view makes our stand attractive rather than 
shrill, but Scripture is clear. There’s a price to pay. 


We ’re far enough along in this book now that the follow¬ 
ing should be no revelation: I am making the assumption 
that you care what God thinks about your life. If you don’t 
care, you’re reading the wrong book. I believe in God, 
and I accept the Bible as the basis of authority for my life. 
If you don’t, this has all long since appeared foolish to you 
anyway. 

Perhaps you’re in the middle on these issues. Maybe 
you aren’t sure about a personal God and are very unsure 
whether the Bible is relevant. That puts you in the same 
category, sadly, as many who call themselves Christians. 
They are smorgasbord church people who sample what 
looks good to them and leave what doesn’t. And a God 
who cares about our sexual conduct and even has rules 
regarding it doesn’t seem to fit our contemporary, “me 
first” society 

The problem with that view is that it assumes that 
God has rules for rules’ sake. He’s just a spoil sport, trying 
to make a goody-two-shoes out of everybody. If we can’t 
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find practical reasons for following His rules, we justify 
ignoring them. 

My simple mind cries out for a God who is personal, 
orderly, and logical. I believe that a God who created 
everything and loved us enough to make the supreme sac¬ 
rifice for us has reasons for His prohibitions and would 
rather see us happy and fulfilled than miserable and con¬ 
fined. 

If I’m right, there must be sense and logic behind His 
rules. Lets look at them briefly to determine what they 
are, and then let me make an amateur’s—or at least a lay¬ 
man’s—attempt at making them fit with my view of God as 
a fulfiller, not a taskmaster. 

Here Comes the Judge 

Jesus talks about the law most extensively in Matthew 
5 : 17 - 19 : 

Do not think that I came to destroy the Law or the Proph¬ 
ets. I did not come to destroy but to fulfill. For assuredly, I 
say to you, till heaven and earth pass away, one jot or one 
tittle will by no means pass from the law till all is fulfilled. 
Whoever therefore breaks one of the least of these com¬ 
mandments, and teaches men so, shall be called least in 
the kingdom of heaven; but whoever does and teaches 
them, he shall be called great in the kingdom of heaven. 

The law He’s talking about, of course, is the Ten 
Commandments. Most people, even nonchurchgoers, can 
remember a few of them. Don’t lie, don’t murder, don’t 
commit adultery, don’t steal. We can see the obvious prob¬ 
lems with lying, stealing, and murdering, but if sex is so 
good and beautiful and fun, what’s wrong with a little 
adultery among friends? 

And what is Jesus talking about when He says He’s 
fulfilling, not replacing, the law? This is the wrong forum 
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from which to get into Jesus’ claims of deity, but suffice it 
to say He was establishing Himself as one with God, the 
Son of God, the fulfillment of Gods law. The embodiment 
of perfection, the personification of sinlessness, was Jesus 
Christ. Now, lest anyone else claim to also qualify as the 
righteous king, Jesus, in essence, changes all the rules. 
Later in the same discourse He says, 

Unless your righteousness exceeds the righteousness of 
the scribes and Pharisees, you will by no means enter the 
kingdom of heaven. You have heard that it was said to 
those of old, “You shall not murder,” and whoever 
murders will be in danger of the judgment. But I say to 
you that whoever is angry with his brother without a cause 
shall be in danger of the judgment. (Matthew 5:20-22) 

Murder is worthy of judgment, but now even anger 
with a brother is just as bad! Who can live up to that stan¬ 
dard? Only Jesus. Then He gets down to the toughest part. 
“You have heard that it was said to those of old, ‘You shall 
not commit adultery.’ But I say to you that whoever looks 
at a woman to lust for her has already committed adultery 
with her in his heart” (Matthew 5:27-28). 

What is the point of all that? Wasn’t the original law 
hard enough? Wasn’t it a good enough standard by which 
to be judged? Why would Jesus rewrite it and make it im¬ 
possible? Let me speculate, as a layman. Jesus, the God/ 
Man who died for us, could take no pleasure in making 
life difficult or unachievable for us. Clearly He was setting 
a standard here to make a point. The point was that if 
someone was somehow able to keep from lying, murder¬ 
ing, even coveting for an entire lifetime, there was no way 
to ever dream of following this new standard. Hatred, an¬ 
ger, is murder. Lust is adultery We’re all guilty 

Only Jesus could meet and fulfill that standard, so we 
are forced to rely upon Him for our standing before God. 
He takes the penalty for our sin; He becomes our advocate 
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before a Holy God. God looks at us and sees not our sin 
but the perfection of Jesus, and we who would otherwise 
be unqualified to be in His presence are assured of a 
place with Him for eternity. The apostle Paul said it this 
way in 2 Corinthians 5:21: “For He made Him who knew 
no sin to be sin for us, that we might become the righ¬ 
teousness of God in Him.” 

Between Our Ears 

When my friend Robert Wolgemuth teaches from 
Matthew, he makes the point that what Jesus was really 
talking about was not murder or adultery but attitudes, 
what goes on between our ears. He’s talking about the 
things most people can’t see. Jesus is saying that the law is 
not something you do or don’t do; it’s something you are. 

The question then arises as to why Jesus puts adultery 
in the same category as murder. Leviticus 20:10 says, “The 
man who commits adultery with another man’s wife, he 
who commits adultery with his neighbors wife, the adul¬ 
terer and the adulteress, shall surely be put to death.” 
Murderers and adulterers deserve death according to the 
law, and Jesus has made the law impossible to obey What’s 
going on? 

A lot of this, I admit, will not be comprehensible this 
side of heaven, but we had better find out why these two 
sins are considered equally reprehensible before we start 
building our lives on our own principles. Why was it so 
important that people not commit adultery? I submit that the 
reasons, whatever they are, are the same reasons we need 
to build hedges around our hearts, eyes, hands, spouses, 
and marriages. If adultery is in the same class as murder, it 
is a threat not only to our marriages but to our very lives. 

Some have said that only a crazy person can commit 
murder. A man or woman has to lose contact with reality 
to become so angry or distraught or jealous that he or she 
can take another’s life. I’ve found that adulterers suffer 


THE BIBLICAL BASIS FOR HEDGES 


59 


from this same malady. They’ll violate a vow they made 
years before, drag their wife and family through torture 
and disgrace, and set aside or reformat their entire set of 
values. How else could a man justify the chaos wrought by 
his actions? 

A friend of mine once found himself pulled into a 
situation in which he was to officiate at a family meeting 
where an adulterous father tried to explain to his chil¬ 
dren, in front of his wife, why he was leaving her for an¬ 
other woman. One of this mans first assertions was that 
he had never really loved his wife. (To a person who be¬ 
lieves that love is a feeling rather than an act of the will, 
falling out of love or deciding you never loved someone is 
a convenient rationalization.) 

The young teenaged son admitted to his father that 
he didn’t understand. “How, after all these years, can you 
say you don’t love Mom? After all we’ve done together...” 

The only way the man could live with himself was to 
tell himself lies, to reorder his standards. He asked his 
younger daughter, “Honey, tell me what you’re thinking.” 

She looked up at him, fighting for composure. “I’m 
thinking I’m sad,” she said. 

Adultery Causes Chaos 

Adulterers are liars, and they are as good at it as alco¬ 
holics are. Another friend of mine was awakened in the 
middle of the night by a call informing him of the infideli¬ 
ty of a good buddy. He didn’t believe it, so he went to see 
his buddy “Dave,” he said, “what’s the story about you 
and this woman?” 

Dave played dumb. “It’s not true,” he said, looking 
my friend squarely in the eye. “No way. Not me. Never 
have, never will.” 

“Wait a minute,” my friend said. “What about all these 
allegations?” He proceeded with a litany of charges, 
names, dates, places. 
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“Someone’s trying to frame me,” Dave said. “Never 
happened.” 

What a relief! My friend wouldn’t have to see this man 
confess to his wife, disappointing her, breaking her heart, 
ruining their marriage. It was good news. 

Good news until two months later, when my friend’s 
wife got a call from Dave’s wife. She was frantic, nearly 
hysterical. My friend and his wife raced to her home while 
Dave was away on business. She had discovered the affair 
and had a pile of evidence to prove it. My friend was as¬ 
signed to meet Dave at the airport upon his return. Rather 
than being met by his family as usual, Dave was puzzled to 
see my friend standing there solemnly. “It’s over,” my 
friend told him. “Your wife knows and I know.” 

He led him out to the parking lot where his car was 
jammed floor to ceiling with his belongings. There was 
barely room for the two men. Dave drove my friend home 
and then set out to look for a place to live. My friend 
watched him pull out of sight in the darkness and he knew: 
Adultery causes chaos. 

I had an acquaintance once tell me that, yes, he had 
been seeing another woman, but that, no, he was not in¬ 
terested in her romantically and didn’t think she was inter¬ 
ested in him either. They were just friends. Middle of the 
night, sometimes all night friends. He liked her baby daugh¬ 
ter. Yeah, that was it. They had a lot in common, talked 
easily, liked each other’s company I told him he didn’t 
have the right to have a woman as a close friend when he 
was married and that it was slowly killing his wife. 

He seemed to see the light, said he would break it off 
that night, and I returned to his wife with the wonderful 
news. That night he met the woman after work. I saw them 
embrace and kiss before they left the state in her car. By 
the time he really came to his senses and pleaded for his 
wife to take him back—he missed his four boys terribly— 
the divorce was final. 

Adultery causes chaos. 
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Are You Guilty? 

As much as television, movies, and videos try to con¬ 
vince us otherwise, adultery is not funny. The media has 
convinced too many people that adultery is no more seri¬ 
ous than exceeding the speed limit. Everybody does it. 
This is a new age. Don’t be so old-fashioned. Get with the 
program! 

If the Bible deals with this modern issue, it had better 
do it in a sophisticated, up-to-date way or no one will pay 
any attention. What could a musty old religious tome have 
to say about life as we know it today? 

Remember Leviticus 20:10? Adulterers are put to 
death. Remember Matthew 5:27-28? Lust is adultery. Are 
you guilty? You may be guilty of more than lust. You may 
be guilty of adultery itself, and more than once. Be glad 
Jesus fulfilled the law for you, because even if your of¬ 
fense was the attitude and not the act, you were still guilty. 

There is forgiveness. There is starting over. There is a 
future for you. John 8:3-11 tells this story: 

Then the scribes and Pharisees brought to Him a woman 
caught in adultery. And when they had set her in the 
midst, they said to Him, “Teacher, this woman was caught 
in adultery, in the very act. Now Moses, in the law, com¬ 
manded us that such should be stoned. But what do You 
say?” This they said, testing Him, that they might have 
something of which to accuse Him. 

But Jesus stooped down and wrote on the ground with His 
finger, as though He did not hear. So when they continued 
asking Him, He raised Himself up and said to them, “He 
who is without sin among you, let him throw a stone at 
her first.” And again He stooped down and wrote on the 
ground. 

Then those who heard it, being convicted by their con¬ 
science, went out one by one, beginning with the oldest 
even to the last. And Jesus was left alone, and the woman 
standing in the midst. 
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When Jesus had raised Himself up and saw no one but the 
woman, He said to her, “Woman, where are those accus¬ 
ers of yours? Has no one condemned you?” 

She said, “No one, Lord.” 

And Jesus said to her, “Neither do I condemn you; go and 
sin no more.” 

Don’t make the mistake of assuming that Jesus was 
condoning adultery He called her adultery sin and told 
her to sin no more. I’ve always appreciated the irony in 
this story Jesus says that the one “among you” without sin 
should cast the first stone. Have you ever thought about 
the fact that there was one among them who was without 
sin? It was Jesus Himself. And He chose not to cast a stone. 

His point was to label the accusers as adulterers, be¬ 
cause indeed we all are—even if we have never commit¬ 
ted the act. We may not have murdered, but we have 
hated; and we may not have committed adultery, but we 
have lusted. And Jesus says to us with the voice of loving 
forgiveness that rings through the ages: “Neither do I con¬ 
demn you; go and sin no more.” 

Out of pure thanks and appreciation and wonder at 
that freeing compassion, we should want to obey. 

But What About Temptation? 

First Corinthians 10:13 says, “No temptation has over¬ 
taken you except such as is common to man; but God is 
faithful, who will not allow you to be tempted beyond 
what you are able, but with the temptation will also make 
the way of escape, that you may be able to bear it.” 

The problem with lust and its result is that it is diffi¬ 
cult to resist and that people try everything to win over it. 
They pray, they stand and fight, they resolve, when all the 
while our plan of attack is clear—and it’s not a plan of 
attack at all. We are to retreat! Paul wrote to his young 
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friend in 2 Timothy 2:22, “Flee also youthful lusts; but pur¬ 
sue righteousness, faith, love, peace with those who call 
on the Lord out of a pure heart.” 

The problem with the temptation verse (1 Corinthi¬ 
ans 10:13) is that people apply it too late. Ten minutes into 
foreplay with the wrong partner, they’re ready to seek that 
way of escape that was supposed to have come with the 
temptation. That’s just it: The escape comes with the temp¬ 
tation. It’s preventive medicine, not first-aid after you’ve 
already set your course on a path toward injury 

More Biblical Bases for Hedges 

Need any more evidence that there are biblical bases 
for planting hedges around your marriage? Psalm 89:40 
implies that strongholds are brought to ruin when hedges 
are broken down. Job 1:10 implies that Job was so richly 
blessed—before God allowed him to be tested—because 
God had made a hedge around him, his household, “and 
around all that he has on every side.” 

Jesus told parables about landowners who planted 
vineyards and protected them with hedges. When those 
hedges were trampled or removed, ruin came to the pre¬ 
cious possessions of the landowners. 

We hold people and relationships much more pre¬ 
cious than land or holdings. If we can keep from deceiv¬ 
ing ourselves about our own resolve and inner strength, 
we will see the necessity for a healthy row of blossoming 
hedges that keep love in and infidelity out. 



SIX 


The Power of 
Self-Deception 

Knowing our own weakness is one way to begin tilling 
the soil for the seeds of the hedges that will protect us. 


Before I get into my own list of hedges, which evidences 
also my own weaknesses, I need to ask you: What are 
yours? 

A friend of mine has planted two hedges for his busi¬ 
ness life. First, he stays away from pornography, which is 
becoming more difficult all the time. Rather than pretend 
to be disgusted and turned off by it, he admits it can be 
seductive. It can be tantalizing. Although looking at por¬ 
nography may result in his feeling disgusted with himself 
and wondering how he could ever be attracted to such a 
cheapening of Gods gift of sexuality, he is more success¬ 
ful in fending it off by acknowledging in advance that it’s 
something he wants to avoid. So, if its pumped into his 
hotel room via television, he tells the front desk to lock it 
out. Sometimes the clerk will act surprised or wonder 
aloud if he has children with him in spite of his reserva¬ 
tion as a single. My friend doesn’t let this daunt him. He 
clarifies he is alone and insists on the lock-out service. As 
part of this hedge he often travels with his business 
partner, and they keep each other honest. 
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What if my friend told himself that since he had gone 
many years without succumbing to the temptation of por¬ 
nography, he could surely travel on his own and not have 
to embarrass himself by asking a desk clerk half his age to 
lock out the adult movies? A sexy show on regular televi¬ 
sion might whet his appetite for something racier, some¬ 
thing he might not even consider if he did not know it was 
available. But with the seemingly innocuous touch of a 
button, with the first five minutes not even billed to his 
room, he might convince himself he’s mature enough to 
satisfy his curiosity. 

The key is preventive maintenance. Once that first 
step has been taken down the road of self-deceit and ratio¬ 
nalization, there is no turning back. Each excuse sounds 
more plausible, and, before he knows it, the typical male 
has satisfied every curiosity, every urge. Regardless of the 
remorse, the self-loathing, and the pledges for the future, 
the pattern will repeat itself for as long as he refuses to 
flee. There is no other defense. 

My friends second hedge comes in the form of pic¬ 
tures he carries in his wallet of his wife and his two daugh¬ 
ters. These pictures serve the usual function of reminding 
him of his loved ones and allowing him to brag about his 
beautiful family But they also serve as a safety net, which 
he used several years ago when he found himself next to a 
beautiful, young, single woman on an airplane. 

Normally he feigns fatigue and isn’t interested in con¬ 
versing during a long flight, but this woman was fun to 
look at and more fun to talk to. He asked her about her¬ 
self. She sounded more interesting and exciting every 
minute. She was staying in the same city for which he was 
headed. She had a car and could give him a ride to his 
hotel. And why not? Each seemed nice enough to the other. 

We’re Not All the Same 

To illustrate differences in styles and personalities, I 






THE POWER OF SELF-DECEPTION 


67 


must say that I would have hid behind a hedge I planted 
years ago that does not allow me to accept a ride alone 
with an unrelated woman. I wouldn’t trust my weak, self- 
deceiving, rationalizing mind once I was alone with a 
beautiful, willing female. My friend, however, used a dif¬ 
ferent hedge and was able to accept the ride. When she 
asked about him, he pulled out his wallet. Before he 
showed her the photos of his wife and daughters, he 
looked at them himself. 

“It was as if they spoke to me right out of that wallet,” 
he says. “They said, ‘Thanks, Daddy, for being faithful to 
Mom and to us.’” 

He smiled as he showed her the pictures and spoke 
lovingly of his family, especially of his wife, Jackie. The 
conversation mellowed and became friendly in a different 
sort of way than before. My friend rode with the woman to 
his hotel, shook her hand, and heard her say in farewell, 
“Say hi to Jackie for me.” 

“If you think I didn’t want to spend the night with 
her,” he admits, “you’re crazy.” 

But it sure wasn’t worth his spiritual, mental, and fam¬ 
ily life. He used a hedge, one that wouldn’t have worked 
for me, but an effective one for him and his personality. 

Custom-make Your Hedges 

Just as my friend used a different hedge than I would 
have, so there are also temptations difficult for some and 
not for others. For instance, the temptation to frequent 
prostitutes happens to be one I can only write about and 
not identify with. I know it’s a very real temptation and 
that it has been the ruin “of many a poor boy” I know this 
temptation is one that has been the ruin of Christians, 
even preachers, and that the book of Proverbs is replete 
with admonition about and against it. It just happens, 
though, that this is an area in which I have never been 
tempted—although I was propositioned once. 
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I was on business in Cleveland and had innocently 
booked a hotel room in the seediest part of town. The 
hotel chain was a large, well-known one, so I was stunned 
when I went out for a walk and found myself in the red 
light district. While I might have been young and curious 
enough to be tempted to slip into an adult movie theater, 
my fear of a fire bomb or a raid was sufficient defense. 
“Christian Writer Among Dead in Adult Theater Fire” 
would have been a nice final page for my wife’s scrap¬ 
book, huh? I know that fear of detection is not the highest 
motive for avoiding such temptations, but you tend to use 
whatever works at the point of weakness and develop the 
proper spiritual discipline and reasoning later. 

It was dark out and the area seemed overrun with 
potential muggers. I was hurrying back to my hotel when 
a teenaged hooker made me an offer I’m sure she thought 
I couldn’t refuse. I was nearly paralyzed. I had always 
wondered what I would say. This girl was not unattractive, 
but I had not the slightest second thought. The question 
was what I would say. 

I could have ignored her and kept walking, which is 
what I would do today. I could have looked shocked and 
disgusted and told her off. I could have witnessed to her. 
(I have friends who do that, but I don’t recommend it un¬ 
less you’re with your wife or a group. Say the wrong thing 
while witnessing to an undercover cop and you’ll find 
yourself, and your ministry, in the overnight lockup. Or, if 
you’re alone, try explaining to someone who recognizes 
you just what you were saying to the hooker on the cor¬ 
ner.) 

Well, I was in my early twenties, and all my upbring¬ 
ing and training came to the fore. I was polite, madden¬ 
ingly, and as I think about it, hilariously polite. I said, “No, 
thanks.” 

She acted disappointed and asked, “Are you sure?” 

“Yes, but thanks, anyway.” 
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“Whatcha wanna be alone for tonight when you can 
be indulgin’ yourself?” 

“That’s all right,” I said. “I hope you won’t be of¬ 
fended if I pass.” 

As she shrugged and trudged on, I thought, I hope 
you won’t be offended! What a stupid thing to say! That 
girl was threatening my moral and spiritual health, trying 
to get me to jeopardize my marriage, encouraging me to 
go against everything I had ever been taught or believed, 
and I was polite! 


Are You Lonesome Tonight? 

I was with an older colleague in a top flight hotel in 
Detroit several years ago when we smelled perfume and 
heard a spraying sound near the door. He tiptoed over in 
stocking feet to discover that indeed someone was spray¬ 
ing perfume under the door. He swung the door open to 
see a middle-aged woman in a mini-skirt leaning seduc¬ 
tively in the frame. 

“You lonely, hon?” she asked. 

“I’ll never be that lonely,” he said, and shut the door. 
I wish I’d thought of that. 

On the other hand, I heard a prominent preacher say 
that he got on an elevator in a hotel in a big city and was 
greeted warmly by two beautiful young women. A glib, 
social type, he engaged them in friendly banter for a few 
seconds before they boldly asked him to join them in 
their room. “In the space of less than a minute, I had to 
make a decision,” he says. “I was far from home. I could 
get away with this, in one sense.” He knew it would be 
wrong, silently prayed for the strength to resist, and left 
the elevator on his own floor. 

I know it can be disappointing to hear that a man of 
God would even have to talk himself out of something 
like that, but each man carries with him his own weak- 
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nesses and temptations. Whereas I have never been able 
even to imagine being attracted to or turned on by a wom¬ 
an who has had sex with others all day, I need to plant 
hedges against being alone or working too closely with 
women I simply admire or like. That, to me, is more dan¬ 
gerous. I could see myself becoming attached to or enam¬ 
ored with someone I worked with if I didn’t emphasize 
keeping everything on a professional basis. 

A Word of Caution 

Just because I cannot imagine ever being tempted by 
a prostitute doesn’t mean I am cavalier or naive about 
their areas and haunts. There are other forms of illegal 
activity that don’t tempt me either, but I don’t hang 
around their headquarters. 

In other words, if you’re tempted to cruise prostitu¬ 
tion row, the way of escape is to do something else. Go 
somewhere else. While you have your wits about you 
—before you’re at the edge of the abyss—make a rule for 
yourself that you won’t drive within a certain number of 
blocks of the area for any reason. 

Some hedges may appear ridiculous to you because 
they are unnecessary in your life—just like the one above 
is for me. I used to drive home right through an area 
where hookers frequented the corners. I knew enough 
not to look interested, because I truly wasn’t. I was cur¬ 
ious, sure, wondering about these sad girls with wasted 
bodies and faces, clearly addicted to drugs, waving at cars 
and trying to avoid detection by police. But tempting it 
was not. 

A man I used to work with told me he drove through 
that area and that as he was looking at a hooker while at a 
stoplight, she approached his car. She asked if he wanted 
a date. He said no, but she seemed friendly and so he 
asked her what the going rate was for a date. She told him, 
he smiled at her, waved, and drove off. I knew him. He 
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would not have been any more attracted to a prostitute 
than I was, but he had been stupid. Somehow, even with 
the spate of documentaries and dramas about the world of 
prostitution, he had missed the fact that negotiating the 
price is the operative offense that can get you locked up. 
Had his hooker been an undercover cop, he would have 
been arrested for negotiating with a prostitute. 

Stupidity 

Too many men are stupid in other ways. They think 
they can handle any temptation. Their resolve, their mar¬ 
riage, their spirituality will carry the day. These men are 
self-deceived, and we all know too many of them. 

No one wants to admit he has a problem or a weak¬ 
ness. I confess it bothered me when I heard the minister 
in the hotel elevator story above give that account. I won¬ 
dered why he didn’t admit to some other, less offensive 
temptation, like maybe the urge to spend more on a car 
than he should have. For some reason we don’t want our 
spiritual heroes to be human. Wives don’t want their hus¬ 
bands to be human. Kids don’t want their dads to be hu¬ 
man. We’d all like to know someone who is so spiritual, so 
wise, so disciplined that he could ignore or throw away a 
men’s magazine left in his hotel room by the previous 
guest. I’ll tell you, if I didn’t throw it out upon first discov¬ 
ering it, ignoring it would be a chore. 

No one likes to admit that. I can hear people saying, 
“How disgusting! Who would want to poison his mind 
with that trash?” 

Certainly not I. Or would I? All I know to do, accord¬ 
ing to Paul’s letter to Timothy, is to flee. Why? Because of 
what Paul also says in his letter to the Romans: 

For what I am doing, I do not understand. For what I will 
to do, that I do not practice; but what I hate, that I do. If, 
then, I do what I will not to do, I agree with the law that it 
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is good. But now, it is no longer I who do it, but sin that 
dwells in me. For I know that in me (that is, in my flesh) 
nothing good dwells; for to will is present with me, but 
how to perform what is good I do not find. (Romans 7:15- 
18) 

And in Romans 7:22-25: 

For I delight in the law of God according to the inward 
man. But I see another law in my members, warring 
against the law of my mind, and bringing me into captivity 
to the law of sin which is in my members. O wretched 
man that I am! Who will deliver me from this body of 
death? I thank God—through Jesus Christ our Lord! So 
then, with the mind I myself serve the law of God, but 
with the flesh the law of sin. 

The only future in self-deceit is ruin. Let’s quit kid¬ 
ding ourselves. No, we don’t have to broadcast every base 
thought and urge to the public, but in our heart of hearts, 
let’s avoid denial. If the greatest missionary in the history 
of Christendom could make himself vulnerable by admit¬ 
ting that in his flesh dwells no good thing, who are we to 
think we should be above carnal drives and desires? 

The only regret I have since going on my hedges 
campaign a few years ago is that occasionally some won¬ 
derful woman colleague or new friend will say, “I don’t 
know how to act around you, whether I can touch you or 
not, or just shake your hand.” 

The last thing I want is a reputation as a guy who is 
desperately trying to contain his lustful thoughts for every¬ 
thing in a skirt. As you’ll see later, I do trust myself to 
touch and even embrace women I’m not related to. But I 
have strict guidelines and hedges, because I do not want 
to fall to my own self-deceit. 

Let’s start planting some practical hedges. 





PART TWO 


Howto 
Start Planting 


Here are pragmatic ways to guard 
ourselves against our ueaknesses. 

W can plant hedges only after we 
hate determined where they must grow. 





SEVEN 


Two’s Company; 
Three’s Security 

Hedge No. 1—Whenever I need to meet or dine or traiel 
with an unrelated woman, I make it a threesome. Should 
an unavoidable last-minute complication make this 
impossible, my wife hears it from me first. 


T» hedge is about pure logic. Scripture is clear that 
Christians should “abstain from sexual immorality” (1 Thes- 
salonians 4:3), for “this is the will of God.” 

So, you ask, what is sexually immoral about meeting, 
dining, or traveling with an unrelated woman? Nothing. 
But it is also true that, unless I am alone with a woman, I 
will not engage in immorality 

But, you’re still wondering, what does one necessar¬ 
ily have to do with the other? In other words, if it is true 
that I won’t commit adultery if I’m not alone with a wom¬ 
an, is it also true that if I am alone with her, I will? No, that 
is not logical. Logic says that if I am also following the 
biblical injunction to abstain from even the appearance of 
evil (1 Thessalonians 5:22), I will also abstain from the evil 
itself. 

My philosophy is, if you take care of how things look, 
you take care of how they are. 

Where I work we have a tiny window in every office 
door. When these were installed forty or fifty years ago, 
they were not intended to make immorality difficult. They 
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were intended to eliminate suspicion and protect reputa¬ 
tions. As long as that little eye to the outside world is un¬ 
covered, no one feels free to attempt anything untoward, 
and, just as importantly, no one else is suspicious about 
what goes on behind closed doors. Were it not for those 
little windows, I would feel obligated to invite my secre¬ 
tary to every brief meeting I might have with a woman, or 
to keep my door open. 

Why? Am I really that weak or dangerous? Or are 
those with whom I might meet? No, I don’t think so. But I 
don’t want the reputations of the woman, my employer, 
my wife, or my Lord—not to mention myself—even to be 
questioned. 


Risky Business 

One of the saddest and scariest stories I’ve ever heard 
on this subject was about a young evangelist. He was just 
barely twenty-one, on fire for God, effective in his preach¬ 
ing and soul-winning, and in great demand from local 
churches. He had preached several large crusades and 
was soon invited to an area-wide effort at which he would 
be the main speaker. 

Though he was not yet even out of college, he was a 
protege of international evangelist Sammy Tippit and was 
admired and considered wise. Though he didn’t have a 
steady girlfriend, he dated regularly at Bible college. Spiri¬ 
tually he was alert and mature. He was, however, naive. 
The first night of the crusade he headed up the counseling 
ministry in a large room near the pastor’s study A beauti¬ 
ful teenager asked if she could speak with him personally 
He tried to assign her to someone else, but, when she per¬ 
sisted, he agreed for her to wait until he was finished with 
the others. 

More than an hour after the meeting had ended, the 
rest of the counselors and counselees had left, and he was 
alone with the young girl. A few minutes later she burst 


TWO'S COMPANY; THREE’S SECURITY 


77 


from the room, screaming, "He made a pass at me! He 
wanted to make love to me!” 

That very night the pastor of the host church and a 
small group of the crusade planners confronted the young 
preacher and demanded an explanation. He denied the 
girl’s charge but had no witnesses. The girl had seemed an 
upstanding young woman in the church, and there was no 
reason to disbelieve her story. 

‘What did happen in that room?” the pastor demand¬ 
ed. 

‘To tell you that would be to make an accusation be¬ 
hind someone’s back,” he said. ‘Which is what happened 
to me. I ask only that I be allowed to face my accuser.” 
The pastor and the others canceled the rest of the crusade 
and agreed that the young woman should be asked to face 
the preacher in their presence. Two nights later she 
showed up with her parents at a private board meeting. 
The pastor asked if she would care to speak about her 
charges against the preacher. 

‘She has already said all she has to say,” her father 
said sternly, her mother nodding and glaring at the ac¬ 
cused. 

‘Would you, son, care to share your version of what 
happened in that room the other night?” 

"No, sir,” the evangelist said. ‘1 see no future in that. 
Only she and I know the truth, and I cannot defend my¬ 
self. I’d just like to say this to her. Cindy, you know what 
happened and what didn’t happen in that room. If you 
don’t tell the truth, I will be branded and may never 
preach again. This will damage my reputation and that of 
this church and even that of God. If I did what you say I 
did, I deserve no better, but we both know that is not the 
truth. I’m begging you in the name of Christ to set the 
record straight.” 

The silence hung heavy as the board and her parents 
watched her face contort into a grimace before the tears 
began to flow. T lied,” she said quietly Tm sorry. I lied. 
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He didn’t make a pass at me; I made a pass at him. When 
he turned me down I was so embarrassed and ashamed 
and angry that I made up that story. I’m so sorry!” 

Had that young evangelist not had the wisdom to face 
his accuser in just that manner, his ministry might have 
been ruined forever. And had not God worked in that 
young girl’s heart, she might have sat there silently, refus¬ 
ing to change her story. 

That preacher is no longer young. He has never again 
allowed himself to be alone in a room with a female to 
whom he is not related. Along with his spiritual wisdom 
came a painful, almost fatal, farewell to naivete. He might 
have been embarrassed that night, early in his ministry, if 
he’d had to ask someone to stay with him while he coun¬ 
seled the young woman, or if he’d had to tell her that he 
could see her only in the sanctuary. But now he sees em¬ 
barrassment, or sometimes even the risk of offending, a 
small price to pay for the protection of all those reputa¬ 
tions. 


A Movable Feast 

You may have noticed that I included dining alone 
with my meeting and traveling prohibitions. I don’t know 
why, but there is something very personal and even inti¬ 
mate about eating with someone. If that weren’t true, why 
are so many dates centered on food? 

My embargo against dining alone with an unrelated 
woman is also for my wife’s sake. Dianna is not the jealous 
type, but this way I don’t have to keep track of every lunch 
partner so I can tell her about each one before someone 
else does. People love to say, “Oh, I saw your husband 
having lunch with so-and-so the other day,” with that lilt in 
their voice that begs to know if anything is going on. 

My intention is that if someone told Dianna that I had 
been seen with someone alone, she would immediately 
say, "No, he wasn’t,” because she knows if that were to 






TWO’S COMPANY; THREE’S SECURITY 


79 


happen, she would have known about it first. Once my 
secretary and I invited a friend of hers to have lunch with 
us. At the last minute the friend was unable to go. We just 
changed our plans, had the lunch delivered, and enjoyed 
it in the office with the door open. I mentioned it to my 
wife in advance, just as a courtesy 

The first few times my secretary and I changed our 
plans because a third party was unavailable, she may have 
thought I was being a bit ridiculous. She had no designs 
on me, and vice versa, though we are friends. I’m sure I 
seemed to be straining at a gnat. But over the years, as we 
have seen marriage after marriage fail and family after 
family suffer, my prudish rules seem to have made more 
sense. 

There will always be times, of course, when rules 
cannot be followed to the letter. During the years when I 
was headquartered ten miles north of our campus, 1 occa¬ 
sionally found it necessary to drop a woman off at one 
location or another. Sometimes this came up when it was 
inconvenient or impossible to let my wife know in ad¬ 
vance. It would have been silly to wait until I could either 
tell her or appear to ask permission. I told her later and, 
though she never demanded it, she always appreciated it. 
On those rare occasions when I do question the reputa¬ 
tion of one with whom I might have to meet or dine or 
travel alone, I don’t think twice. I don’t call to inform 
Dianna or to ask her permission. I just don’t go. 

On the Road 

Travel is chock full of dangerous possibilities for ap¬ 
pearances and behavior. Assume that every motive is pure. 
How does it look for a man and a woman who don’t be¬ 
long to each other to be on a long trip together, in a car, 
on a plane, in a cab, at the same hotel—even if in separate 
rooms? 
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I had to travel to a distant city with a woman manager 
who reported to me, so I asked her to select someone to 
go with us. The young woman she chose woke up ill on 
departure day, and I didn’t learn about it until I arrived at 
the airport. My manager was also a friend of our family, 
which helped, and though she was single and close to my 
age, our relationship was such that we didn’t worry about 
anything happening. We worried most about how the trip 
would look. 

Because originally she had planned to room with the 
younger woman, we had thought nothing of booking our 
seats together on the plane and sharing a ride to—and 
staying at—the same hotel. All those arrangements had 
been made, but I was willing to absorb the cost of cancel¬ 
ing them if necessary. My first query was to the manager 
herself. She expressed her knowledge of, trust in, and re¬ 
spect for me; she said she had no problem traveling with 
me, but that she would understand if I chose not to go. 

I then called my boss. An unwritten rule in our minis¬ 
try forbids unrelated men and women traveling together 
without a third party, but under the circumstances my 
boss left it up to me. With a phone call from the airport, I 
passed the buck to my wife. She nearly laughed. The fact 
that I had called her and had made a practice of keeping 
her informed of such seeming improprieties for years 
gave her the confidence to immediately agree. 

Advice from One Who Knows 

In the July 1985 issue of Advance magazine,' evange¬ 
list Robert M. Abbott writes that, just as the fact that “a 
certain percentage of people die annually through traffic 
accidents does not mean we stop searching for ways to 
remedy the situation,” neither should we be ready to 
shrug off moral impurity among our leaders. 

1. Robert M. Abbott, “Thank God for Brakes,” Advance, July 1985. 
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Abbott continues, “None of us plan[s] to have moral 
accidents, but we must also plan not to! Danger rides with 
us all the time.” He compares the moral danger to that of a 
driver pulling several tons of equipment behind his car. 
“[This] requires more braking power and a longer stop¬ 
ping time.... Brakes! Thank God for brakes!” 

Abbott writes that ‘{we] must learn to keep plenty of 
space between us and sinful acts, so we can start braking 
soon enough to stop before it is too late.” He offers a list 
of twenty-eight times when we might “need to put on the 
brakes early and well.” Among them: 

• When you are so busy there is no time to be alone 
with God. 

• When you are too busy to spend at least one re¬ 
laxed evening a week with your wife and family 

• When you feel you deserve more attention than 
you are getting at home. 

• When you wouldn’t want your wife or a colleagues 
to see what you are reading or looking at. 

• When the romance in your marriage is fading. 

• When your charisma, appearance, and personality 
are attractive to women and you are tempted to 
make the most of it. 

• When you enjoy fantasizing about an illicit relation¬ 
ship. 

• When a woman makes herself available by her be¬ 
havior. 

• When some woman tells you how wonderful you 
are and how much she loves you. 

• When Scriptures concerning adultery are for oth¬ 
ers, not you. 

• When you start feeling sorry for yourself. 

• When you hope God isn’t looking or listening. 
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Sadly, so many pastors and other Christian leaders 
fall into sexual temptation because of a common problem. 
They have planted no hedges and find themselves coun¬ 
seling weeping, exasperated women who seem to have a 
lot to offer but are frustrated in bad marriages. They wish 
their husbands were more spiritual, more popular, had 
more leadership qualities, were more authoritative, more 
patient, better listeners, men of the Word, men of prayer. 

And guess what? The pastor fits the bill on every 
point. The woman may be surprised to find herself falling 
for him, but, once she has, she’ll find the fact difficult to 
hide. And the pastor may at first innocently enjoy being so 
revered by a woman who needs him. If his wife is nagging 
him for spending too much time at church, he may begin 
looking forward to private counseling sessions with a 
woman who worships him, eats out of his hand, and gives 
him her full attention. 

Pastors and other Christian leaders need hedges as 
much if not more than the rest of us. If they counsel wom¬ 
en at all—and they would, in most cases, do better to as¬ 
sign them to some wise, older women in the church— 
they should counsel with the door open and the secretary 
close by Meetings with any female staff member or pa¬ 
rishioner should take place only in public or with at least 
one other person there. 

The dining and traveling hedges should never be 
trampled when it comes to pastors being with unrelated 
women. And the only reason their standards are stricter 
than for us rank-and-file types is that, in most cases, more 
is at stake. 

For all of us, however, the price of suspicion is high, 
and the price of infidelity is even higher. There are more 
hedges to plant. 


EIGHT 



Hedge No. 2—1 am careful about touching. While I might 
shake hands or squeeze an arm or a shoulder in greeting 
I embrace only dear friends or relatives, andonlyin 
front of others. 


I don’t know when touching returned to vogue in the 
United States, but I recall clearly when the encounter 
group, get-in-touch-with-yourself philosophy finally 
reached the church. I was in high school in the midsixties, 
and somewhere around that time something new began 
happening. 

Worship became more expressive. People became 
more emotional. And maybe because there was a signifi¬ 
cant Jesus People movement heading east from California, 
and that movement had originated among street people 
and hippies accustomed to more openness than the rest of 
society, certain things became more acceptable in the 
church. 

It wasn’t all bad. I was visiting a camp when I was 
about fifteen or sixteen, and after a particularly moving 
evening of testimonies, singing, and speaking, people 
were weeping and swaying—as they sang with arms 
around each others’ shoulders. And they finished by giv¬ 
ing God an ovation. 
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That was kind of interesting and different, but what 
really impressed me was the freedom everyone felt after 
that to hug each other. I had a girlfriend I didn’t mind 
hugging, but I wasn’t crazy about anyone else hugging 
her. I was shocked to see high school girls hugging camp 
leaders I knew were married, but it didn’t seem to bother 
anyone else. 

That was at a time in my life when I would have en¬ 
joyed hugging any female, but still it didn’t seem right. 
When you’re that age, you wonder if you can literally con¬ 
trol yourself if given the opportunity to embrace a beauti¬ 
ful girl. Suddenly, it seemed OK to hug anybody who was 
as happy as you were because we were brother and sister 
in Christ. 

I was slow to catch onto the joy of it, and it was hard 
to keep emotions and feelings in check when you could 
embrace an adult woman, plus all the girls your own age. 
It happened all of a sudden, this new freedom, and there 
was something vaguely spiritual about it. 

The rub (pardon the pun) was that—unless I was the 
only pervert around—I had a good idea that most of the 
guys my age were less spiritual and more sensual and 
physical about all this, regardless of their highest ideals. 
And we all did have high ideals. As I mentioned in chapter 
2, one of my deepest desires was to remain sexually 
pure—celibate, virginal—before marriage. This I did, with 
God’s (and a chaste girlfriend’s) help, but, I confess, this 
new wrinkle in social behavior was of little assistance. 

Say I was a hot-blooded teenager if you want, but this 
new openness to embrace was both a dream come true 
and a nightmare for the two sides of my nature. Christian 
psychologist James Dobson says that outside of hunger, 
the most powerful of all the human urges and drives is the 
sexual appetite. He adds that Christians have the same bio¬ 
chemical forces within their bodies that non-Christians 
do, and I can add from experience that teenagers, espe¬ 
cially males, are bursting with erotic yearnings. 
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Remember, we’re talking about a scant twenty-five 
years ago. This wasn’t the Dark Ages. But how far we’ve 
come as a society and as a church since then is staggering. 
We might not want to admit that maybe things were better 
before the sexual revolution—even in the church—but 
we have to ask ourselves: Was infidelity, divorce, and scan¬ 
dal as rampant then? 

No, I’m not blaming it all on a new openness to touch¬ 
ing and hugging, but I know stories of people who fell in 
love because they enjoyed and looked forward to what be¬ 
gan as a spiritual expression of brotherly and sisterly love. 

The irony here is that I saw this totally from my own 
narrow, adolescent viewpoint back then. I told myself that 
women weren’t as interested in sex as men were, and that 
adults certainly weren’t as sexually on fire as teens. I was 
way too young to know the difference between the sexual 
responses of males and females. 

I knew I could be turned on by the very thought of 
something sensual. Seeing it was even better. Touching, 
embracing—well that was just short of making love, wasn’t 
it? What I didn’t know then, and what statistics, studies, 
and experts have proven repeatedly since, is that women 
are not turned on sexually in the same way men are. They 
are less likely to be aroused by thought or even sight. 
They are aroused more slowly, more subtly, but touch 
plays a major role. 

How could I have known then that embracing a wom¬ 
an who belonged to someone else might be almost the 
culmination of lust on my part, while it might be the be¬ 
ginning of arousal for her? Am I saying that this new free¬ 
dom to express ourselves to each other is wrong, sinful, 
dirty, inappropriate? 

No. 

I admit that the church needed some thawing, some 
warming to each other. Men and women particularly 
needed to loosen up around each other, talk more, get to 
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know each other better, and, yes, maybe even touch each 
other once in awhile. 

Remember that back then, except for the healthy ex¬ 
ception of certain ethnic groups, men did not touch each 
other either—except for a formal or macho handshake, 
back slap, or thump on the rump during a ball game. I 
can’t speak to the effect this new unpretentiousness might 
have had on men tormented by a bent toward homosexu¬ 
ality, but one such suffering friend of mine admitted it was 
a terrible temptation. 

As I’ve grown older, I’ve realized more of the good that 
has come from the new style. I’m much more comfortable 
around women, and because it is now appropriate to greet 
them with a squeeze on the arm or even a warm but proper 
embrace, I feel better about my relationships. There can 
be a certain friendly and even spiritual intimacy that doesn’t 
cross the line to impropriety or sensuality Part of that is 
due to my own maturity (praise the Lord the testosterone 
season of youth is pretty much past!), but it is also because 
of the hedge I’m discussing here. 

If I embrace only dear friends or relatives and only in 
the presence of others, I am not even tempted to make the 
embrace longer or more impassioned than is appropriate. 
I like hugging women. It’s fun, and it can be friendly. But 
if I allowed myself to embrace just anyone, even dear 
friends, in private, I would be less confident of my mo¬ 
tives and my subsequent actions. 

For instance, what would happen if I just lingered an 
instant to see what kind of reaction I might get? And let’s 
say that reaction was encouraging. We might both pretend 
it didn’t happen, but what about next time? Would we not 
be carefully checking each other out to see if what we 
thought we felt the first time was accurate? And what if it 
was? At what point would we overtly embrace passionate¬ 
ly, silently declaring our feelings for each other? 

I don’t know, and I don’t want to know. That’s why I 
keep such activity public, ensuring its appropriateness. 
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A Funny Memory 

I have a cousin a few years younger than I. She’s mar¬ 
ried and has kids. We’ve been long-distance buddies for 
years. Once I was in her state at a writer’s conference, and 
she and her husband invited me for dinner. I waited for 
her while chatting with a woman from the conference, 
having idly said my cousin was coming to pick me up. 

Oddly, we happened to be discussing this very sub¬ 
ject of building hedges around marriages. The woman had 
read my Moody Monthly column on the subject and was 
telling me some of the hedges she and her husband had 
planted that fit their careers and lifestyles. 

A car slowly pulled up outside, and I thought I recog¬ 
nized my cousin behind the wheel. I said my good-byes, 
but, as I hurried out, my cousin left the car and headed 
toward me. Youthful, tanned, and in shorts, she was strik¬ 
ing and attractive. “Your cousin, huh?” the woman said, 
laughing. “I’ll bet!” 

My cousin had a child sleeping in a baby seat in the 
back, and I was tempted to drag him out and display him 
to prove we had a chaperone! My cousin was normally a 
person I would embrace after not having seen her for a 
long time, but I decided against it for the sake of appear¬ 
ances. She got a good laugh out of the incident. 

A Not-So-Funny Memory 

Early in my journalism career a young friend of mine 
went through a trauma. His brother was a wild kind of a 
guy. The brother lived in Oregon, and though he had had 
both a drug and alcohol problem in the past, he somehow 
landed a job as a security guard. One night after work, 
while at a party he scuffled with someone, drew his gun, 
and shot the man, killing him. 

My friend, as you can imagine, was distraught. He 
worried constantly about his brother. Would he be sen- 
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fenced? Would he commit suicide? Would he get the death 
penalty? My friend could hardly work, though his job as a 
copy boy on the midnight shift was important to our paper. 

He was a good friend of the managing editor, a man 
twenty years his senior. The editor and his wife had taken 
a liking to the young man and encouraged him in his ca¬ 
reer. Both had been very sympathetic to his worries over 
his brother and even helped him financially so he could 
travel to visit him once. 

Upon returning from that visit, my friend was con¬ 
vinced that his brother was in worse shape emotionally 
and psychologically than ever. Rather than help calm his 
fears, the trip had only upset my friend more. He visited 
the managing editors home one night, looking for conso¬ 
lation and advice. The editor was gone. The editor’s wife 
embraced my friend and rocked him as he wept for al¬ 
most a half hour. 

This went on for two more nights in a row before my 
friend came back with the shocking story that this woman, 
almost a mother figure to him, had made what he consid¬ 
ered a pass at him. We scoffed, assuming he was bragging 
at best, lying at worst. The next night he said he had 
“made out” with her for twenty minutes. 

She was a woman with a husband who had other pri¬ 
orities. She was a woman who, upon marrying (as Helen 
Rowland was quoted in Reader’s Digest in January of 
1955), “exchange[d] the attention of all other men she 
knew for the inattention of one.” 1 She was starved for pas¬ 
sion, and she found it where she could. 

My friend was the victim. He was not without fault, 
but he was weak and vulnerable. Once she had taken ad¬ 
vantage of him, there was no turning back. A marriage 
ended and an affair began. There was no future in it for 
either of them, but they still played it out. 

1. See The Reader’s Digest, Treasury’ of Modem Quotations (New 
York: Reader’s Digest, 1975), 82. 
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It all started as an innocent, sympathetic embrace, an 
act of compassion that turned to passion. 

Different Strokes for Different Folks 

I realize that this entire subject of hugging and touch¬ 
ing may present no problem for some and a very serious 
problem for others. If you have never been turned on by 
the embrace of a friend, you may think this is ridiculous. 
For you, perhaps it is. But if a person you embrace or who 
embraces you has a problem, beware. 

There are times, places, and situations where physical 
touch is the only appropriate response. It’s therapeutic, 
loving, and kind. There are other instances where the 
same response is overkill. 

A dear friend of ours recently suffered a terrible tra¬ 
gedy, losing the two people closest to her in the world to 
an accident in which she also was severely injured. This 
friend is close enough that I feel free to embrace her in 
public regularly. Now that she was in the deepest physical 
and emotional agony a person could endure, I didn’t think 
twice about holding her hand as we talked or even resting 
my hand on her head as I would with a child in pain. My 
wife was also there, and this seemed the most logical and 
normal behavior. 

In another context, at another time, a different set of 
actions would be appropriate. I love this woman in the 
purest nonromantic sense. I felt deeply for her and wanted 
her to know it. In another situation or circumstance I would 
want to guard appearances by responding differently 

The matter of touching and being touched, embrac¬ 
ing and being embraced, is as much a matter of common 
sense and decency as it is of ethnic background and cus¬ 
tom. Because of the way I was raised, I tread carefully in 
this area. If it doesn’t happen to be an issue with you, I 
recommend only that you be sensitive to the attitudes and 
interpretations of those you choose to touch. 
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Some Compliments 
Don’t Pay 

Hedge No. 3—IfI pay a compliment, it is on clothes or 
hairstyle, not on the person herself. Commenting on a 
pretty’ outfit is much different, in my’ opinion, than telling 
a woman that she herself looks pretty’. 


Am I dealing here only with semantics? I think not. I still 
remember the first time, in the eighth grade, I mustered 
the courage to tell a girl, “You look sharp today.” I was so 
nervous, and gushing that compliment was so disabling, 
that I never thought to study her reaction. 

She thanked me, but clearly I had made her feel un¬ 
comfortable, too. 'Was she as affected as I was? I mean, I 
was a person so afraid of girls at that point that even add¬ 
ing, “How are ya?” at the end of a greeting was too much 
to consider. 

Girls might call me by name and say hi. I would say, 
“Hi.” They would add, “How are ya?” I’d say, “Fine,” and 
keep moving. Why didn’t I add, “How are you?” 

Conversation, my mother always told me, was like a 
tennis match. “Someone lobs one to you; you lob it back.” 

But I was in high school before I marshaled the cour¬ 
age to do that. The results were amazing. A girl I thought 
was gorgeous greeted me and asked how I was. I said fine 
and asked her how she was. She assured me she was great 
and that she was glad I was fine. And she smiled at me. 
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That alone was enough of a payoff. I had a limited enough 
self-image to know there was no future in a relationship 
with her. After all, I hardly knew her, but having a normal, 
polite, albeit empty, conversation with her provided its 
own euphoric rush. 

So you can see what an accomplishment it had been 
in junior high to have summoned the fortitude to actually 
tell a girl she looked sharp. I lived on that high for days, 
realizing only after a week or so that the girl was carefully 
avoiding me. Had I upset her? Scared her? Made her think 
I was interested in her? Nothing was worse at that age than 
having someone after you in whom you were not interest¬ 
ed. I wasn’t cool or “in,” wasn’t a sharp dresser, and didn’t 
have money. I was invisible. The only girls I attracted were 
those who knew they couldn’t land someone impressive. 
When they chased me, I ran. And now I knew how they 
felt. I even sent that girl a valentine card, one my brother 
had dreamed up. It included several small slips of paper 
with various flowers drawn on them. The card itself was a 
poem, instructing the recipient to send back to me one of 
the flowers as a message. For instance, “If I am the one 
you chose, send me back the big, red rose.” There were 
flowers that would tell me to be patient, to wait, to keep 
trying, and there was even a dandelion with the verse, “If I 
waste my time in tryin’, send me back the dandelion.” 

I waited and waited for some response. I was being 
ignored and even avoided at school, and it got to the point 
where I would have been happy even to get the dandelion 
back. I merely wanted to know if she was aware of my 
existence. Maybe she had never received the card. The 
worst possible reaction was no reaction, and that’s what I 
got. Valerie, if you’re out there, I need to tell you I’m hap¬ 
pily married, and it’s too late. If the rose merely got lost in 
the mail and you thought I had ignored you after that, 
what can I say except I’m sorry (I wish I could remember 
her last name. She sure looked sharp that day.) 
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Lessons 

In retrospect, I realize what I did wrong there. Had 
Valerie been pining away for me, perhaps my compliment 
on how sharp she looked would have thrilled her. But 
since my approach was clearly a surprise, I should have 
emphasized the clothes and not the person. I should have 
been just slightly less personal, which is what I need to do 
now. I don’t have the right to tell a woman how she looks, 
though it might be nice and appropriate to comment on 
her clothes or hair. 

I base part of this hedge on my own reaction to how 
men talk to my wife. Dianna is tall, dark, and stunning—a 
head turner. It makes me proud to see men do a double 
take when they see her. If they keep staring, though, I 
stare right back until they notice that she’s with me. 

Dianna is one of those typical beautiful women who 
is unaware of her beauty and its impact. If I thought she 
was looking for compliments it might bother me, but I’m 
used to the fact that she gets many. And I know she is truly 
beautiful as opposed to merely sexy, because she gets just 
as many compliments from women as from men. (In my 
experience women compliment each other only on their 
beauty, not on their seductivity.) 

For some reason, it does not bother me if a man com¬ 
ments on my wife’s hair or makeup or clothes. But if he 
should say that she looks pretty or is gorgeous or beauti¬ 
ful, that is too personal. Interestingly, either kind of com¬ 
pliment makes her uncomfortable, but she agrees that the 
personal approach is worse. 

As a hedge, I stop short of the purely personal com¬ 
pliment, because you can never be sure of the reaction. 
Some women would be offended at such familiarity, and 
men who talk to women that way tend to get reputations 
for it. I know a man who is known not only for talking to 
and about women that way, but also for hanging around 
them whenever he gets the chance. He always chats with 
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the best-looking woman at work, church, or at a party. At 
conventions, he spends most of his time at the swimming 
pool, talking to the best-looking women. I don’t know him 
well enough to know whether his marriage is strong, but 
you can imagine what people will think if a rumor of infi¬ 
delity ever begins making the rounds. Innocent or not, he 
won’t have a chance to survive it. 

I don’t get complimented about my looks, but occa¬ 
sionally I’ll wear something that people like, and they say 
so. If a woman tells me she likes my tie, jacket, hat, or 
even my beard, I don’t wonder if she’s on the prowl or 
frustrated by a bad marriage. I merely feel complimented 
about my taste. 


Hearing Voices 

On the rare occasion when a woman compliments 
me on the way I look, I confess I’m uncomfortable. Like 
anyone else, I have certain needs in my life, and among 
those are what Dr. James Dobson calls emotional require¬ 
ments: love, acceptance, belonging, caring, and tender¬ 
ness. My goal is to seek the fulfillment of those needs 
within the context of my own marriage. 

Dr. Dobson says there are certain voices that would 
lure a person away from the straight life—the life of giving 
yourself to your spouse and children, working, paying the 
bills—toward infidelity These are pleasure (“Come on, 
have fun, life is passing you by!”), romanticism (someone 
who cares, someone interested in you as a person, some¬ 
one who wants to love you), sex (the pure pleasure of the 
physical act), and ego needs (someone finds you attractive 
for your mind, tastes, or talents). 

Dr. Dobson ranks sex at the low end of the scale of 
these reasons and puts ego needs at the tops for both men 
and women. For women, he says, romanticism may be a 
close second, depending on the health of the marriage, 
and sex may be more important to men than to women 
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because of the differences in biological makeup. The late 
James L. Johnson, on the flyleaf of his book What Every 
Woman Should Know About a Man, called sex “the 
strange and mysterious drive of the God-given chemistry 
that had shaped nations, destroyed kingdoms, and 
brought ruin or ecstasy to millions from the beginning of 
time.” 1 

The problem with these voices that would lure us away 
from the straight life is that they are lying voices. They 
promise something other than simply another straight life, 
but that is not possible. If we run off with another spouse 
—even if we do find more pleasure, more romance, more 
sex, and more of our ego needs fulfilled—there is still a 
straight life that has to be dealt with. In fact, it may be 
more burdensome than the one we left because of the 
alimony and child-care expenses from the previous mar¬ 
riage. As Dr. Dobson says, “The grass may be greener on 
the other side of the fence, but it still has to be mowed.” 

Go Ahead, Make Her Day 

The problem with ego needs and the need for ro¬ 
mance, especially in a womans life, is that they are hidden, 
unseen factors that men need to take into consideration 
when talking to women. We may innocently think it’ll 
make a womans day if we pay her a compliment that 
borders on the personal. So, rather than telling her that 
her sweater is beautiful and asking if she made it (imply¬ 
ing that if she made it she’s incredible and if she bought it 
she has great taste), we tell her she looks great in it. 

How do we know that perhaps the pleasure and ro¬ 
mance and even the sex and ego strokes haven’t long 
since evaporated from her marriage? How do we know 
that she hasn’t been longing for just this sort of attention 

1. James L. Johnson, What Every Woman Should Know About a Man, 
Grand Rapids: Zondervan, 1977. 
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from her husband? How do we know she hasn’t given up 
on ever getting any more strokes from him, and that this 
very personal approach from us may reach deep needs of 
which she is hardly aware? 

I want to be careful not to make women in bad mar¬ 
riages sound so weak and dependent that they live and die 
for any personal interest on the part of other men. But in 
individual cases, we don’t know, do we? It never ceases to 
amaze me when I hear about the latest wife-abuse victim 
or wife who has been cheated on. 

Several years ago a visiting preacher friend coun¬ 
seled the middle-aged wife of a pillar in our church. Her 
husband, a leading evangelical, had been in the ministry 
more than forty years. 

The story she told the evangelist was incredible. She 
had been a psychological prisoner in her own home for 
decades and had been physically abused every few weeks 
during her entire marriage. She was nearly suicidal, but 
she had heard something in the evangelist’s sermon that 
gave her a glimmer of hope. My friend told her there was 
nothing he could do for her until she was prepared to tell 
someone in authority—her pastor, her husband’s superi¬ 
ors, or the police—about her husband. She was unwilling 
to do that. 

Her husband is dead now, and I have lost track of 
her. Sadly, however, her daughter must have suffered all 
those years, too. A few years after seemingly marrying hap¬ 
pily and starting a family—and several years before her 
father died—she disappeared for a few days and commit¬ 
ted suicide a hundred miles from home. 

I share that sordid story to make the point that we 
never know what kinds of wounds and pains a person car¬ 
ries to church every Sunday. The woman in the account 
above would probably not have been vulnerable to an 
approach by any man except for an extremely kind, gen¬ 
tle, godly person. But what about the others? What about 
those we know just as little about? 
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No doubt a case could be made for the fact that some 
women wouldn’t know the difference between a compli¬ 
ment of their hair or dress and of themselves as persons. 
However, there is a difference, even if it registers only 
subliminally. Planting a hedge that allows you to compli¬ 
ment only a womans taste in styles and clothes frees you 
to be friendly, outgoing, and encouraging to women with¬ 
out being suspected of anything worse. 

Best Friends 

Years ago I had a boss who told me a story that illus¬ 
trates the dangers I’ve been discussing in this chapter. A 
friend of his was suspected of taking too much interest in 
a female teacher at the school where he coached. Bill in¬ 
sisted there was nothing going on, but, as rumor after ru¬ 
mor persisted, my friend felt obligated to confront him. 

“If there’s nothing going on between you and Nan¬ 
cy,” my friend said, “why don’t you quit spending so much 
time with her?” 

“I like her,” Bill said. “And she likes me. Is there any¬ 
thing wrong with having a friend of the opposite sex?” 

“It depends on how your wife feels about it,” my boss 

said. 

“She hates it, but she’s never been a friend to me.” 

My boss counseled him to break off the relationship. 
Within six months Bill and Nancy had divorced their 
spouses and married each other. Bill finally confessed to 
my boss that they had been intimate almost from the be¬ 
ginning of their relationship. “It all started with my telling 
her how pretty she looked every day,” he said. “She said 
she had been starved for that kind of attention, because 
she worked so hard at looking good and no one, she em¬ 
phasized no one, ever seemed to notice.” 

“Except you,” my boss said. 

“Except me,” Bill said smiling. He was thrilled. He 
had found the girl of his dreams. No matter that two mar- 
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riages and five children had been caught in the whirlwind. 
And neither Bill nor Nancy pledged that they would be 
truer to each other than to their first spouses. Bill never 
said he would quit complimenting women personally, 
and Nancy never said she would quit looking for the same 
from men other than her husband. For Bill to have kept 
the second marriage intact, he would have had to realize 
he was competing with anyone who thought his wife 
looked good and had the guts to tell her. 

Apparently, he couldn’t keep up with the competi¬ 
tion. The marriage lasted fewer than four years, and it was 
she who left him for an older man. (How long would you 
give that relationship?) 

There was something about being dumped that 
brought Bill to his senses. He realized what he had done 
to his wife, and he seemed remorseful. He pleaded with 
his first wife to take him back. Even though she felt that, as 
a divorced woman, she was not free to marry anyone else, 
she didn’t trust him. She was still in such pain over what 
he did to her that she asked for time to think it over be¬ 
fore taking him back. 

He couldn’t wait, and he married again. Chaos. 

There Is a 

Sometimes it feels great to compliment a woman oth¬ 
er than your wife in a personal way, and you sense it 
would be a good thing to do. In cases like that, I talk it 
over with Dianna first. We had a friend who was dumped 
by her husband, and he tried to justify taking up with an¬ 
other married woman by telling anyone who would listen 
that, despite her image, his wife was a shrew—cold, mean, 
unattractive, and dull. 

Maybe behind closed doors she was all that, but my 
wife and I felt we knew her well enough and had seen her 
in enough situations to know that she was sweet, spiritual, 
a good mother, and a loyal and loving wife. She may not 
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have been the hottest thing in town or the most fashion¬ 
able dresser, but she had certainly done nothing that 
would justify her husbands adultery. 

After planning and almost scripting our approach, 
Dianna and I made sure we ran into her after church one 
Sunday night. With my arm around my own wife but look¬ 
ing directly into that suffering woman’s eyes, I said, 
“You’re not going to let what Benny says convince you 
that you’re not pretty or attractive or exciting, are you?” 

She blushed and shook her head. I would not have 
felt free to say that to her without my wife at my side, nod¬ 
ding her assent. And Dianna added, “We know how much 
you have to offer, and if Benny can’t see that, he’s just 
wrong. If he follows through with this, it’ll be his loss, not 
yours.” 

As a rule we make it a point not to take sides in sepa¬ 
rations and divorces, but when there is flagrant adultery, 
we feel little loyalty to the offending party, friend or not. 

To quote James Dobson once more, “Marriage is an 
institution designed to meet individual needs.”- The key is 
for husband and wife to meet each other’s needs and for 
other people to mind their own business. Let me meet my 
own wife’s need for pleasure, romance, sex, and ego 
strokes, and I’ll let you meet your wife’s. 


2. James Dobson, “The Lure of Infidelity,” audiocassette from Focus 
on the Family (1978). 
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Looking Down the Barrel 
of a Loaded Gun 

Hedge No. 4-4 avoid flirtation or suggestive conversa¬ 
tion, even in jest. 


]VIy dad, a police chief, firearms expert, and marksman, 
once told me that prayer is like looking down the barrel of a 
loaded gun. “You’re likely to get what you’re asking for.” 

I put flirtation and suggestive conversation in the 
same category as a loaded gun. Maybe that’s because I be¬ 
lieve in the power of words, written and spoken. Have you 
ever noticed that compliments and flattery are always 
heard? People have reminded me of compliments I have 
given years before and almost forgotten. They remember 
criticism too, but flattery all the more. 

Idle flirting gets people in trouble because the other 
person needs and wants attention so badly Not many years 
ago I slipped from behind this hedge, not intending to flirt 
but rather to be funny. It didn’t get me in serious trouble, 
but I was certainly reminded of the reason for my hedge. 

On a business trip a woman colleague and I were go¬ 
ing to go out to dinner with a male associate of ours. 
When she came to pick me up, she was dressed and made 
up in flashy, coordinated colors that demanded some 
comment. I should have just said something about her 






102 


HOW TO START PLANTING 


clothes, but instead—since she is always a good audience 
for my humor—I said the first funny thing that popped 
into my mind: “My, don’t you look delicious.” 

She laughed, and I hoped she knew I meant that her 
colors reminded me of fruit, and not that I wished to de¬ 
vour her. As soon as our third party arrived, she told him 
what I had said. He gave me a look that would have put a 
wart on a gravestone, but what could I say? I couldn’t deny 
it, and it was too late to explain. 

Men, of course, are just as susceptible to flattery as 
women. Most people think that the man in Proverbs head¬ 
ing down the road of destruction to the harlot’s bed had 
followed his lust for sex. Surely that was part of it, but the 
text indicates that he also was seduced by her words. Prov¬ 
erbs 7:4-5 says, “Say to wisdom, ‘You are my sister’ and 
call understanding your nearest kin, that they may keep 
you from the immoral woman, from the seductress who 
flatters with her words" (emphasis mine). And Proverbs 
7:10 and 21 says, “There a woman met him, with the attire 
of a harlot, and a crafty heart.... With her enticing speech 
she caused him to yield, with her flattering lips she se¬ 
duced him’’ (emphasis mine). 

Keep Humor in Its Place 

Everyone knows that funny people speak the truth 
through humor. They may exaggerate how upset they are 
that someone is late by looking at their watch and saying, 
“Oh, glad you could make it!” But beneath the joke is a 
barb of truth. The jokester has slipped in a little lecture 
without having had to embarrass anyone by saying, “Hey, 
pal, we agreed on six o’clock and now here you come at 
six-thirty! What’s the deal? Get your act together!” 

But the same thing happens when someone tries to 
be funny in a flirting manner. A man tells a woman, “Why 
don’t we run off together? Tell that good-for-nothing hus¬ 
band of yours you got a better offer, huh?” 
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How’s a woman supposed to react to that? The first 
time she may think it’s funny because it’s so far out of the 
realm of possibility. Each succeeding time Mr. Comedian 
says something like that, it gets a little more irritating. That 
is, unless the woman has always been attracted to him and 
has problems at home. Then she might hope there’s some 
truth behind the humor. 

Often, there is. The only time a funny flirter is totally 
putting someone on is when he throws his arm around a 
particularly old or homely woman and tries to give her a 
thrill by saying something she’s probably never heard be¬ 
fore. “Gorgeous! Where have you been all my life?” 

Women like that know better than to believe such 
drivel, but they may long to hear it anyway A colleague of 
mine once toyed with just such a woman by caressing her 
cheek with his hand. “I’m melting,” she said, and I sensed 
that she meant it. 

The real danger comes when the man is pretending 
to be teasing, but he’d really love to flirt in just the way 
he’s exaggerating. A woman may not suspect the truth be¬ 
hind his humor, and, if she responds in kind, there is the 
opportunity for misunderstanding. Or worse, she may in¬ 
deed suspect that he means it, and then there is the op¬ 
portunity for real understanding. 

Such a tragedy occurred at a church in Michigan 
where a couple flirted humorously for almost ten years. 
They did this in front of everybody, including their 
spouses, who laughed right along with them. The flirters 
were never seen alone together, because they never were 
alone together. 

Then came the day when the woman’s husband was 
sick and in the hospital. She needed rides back and forth, 
and her friend and his wife provided them. No one sus¬ 
pected anything, but on one of those rare occasions when 
it was just the man doing the driving, the wife of the sick 
man told him how difficult and cold her husband had 
been for years. 
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The flirters began to see each other on the sly until 
the day came when she told him she had always hoped 
he’d meant what he said when he had teased her about 
how wonderful she was, how good she looked, and how 
he wished he’d met her before she was married. Whether 
he really meant it was irrelevant now that she had de¬ 
clared herself. The fact was, he admitted later, that this was 
what he had unquestionably wanted all along. He would 
never have made the first move, however. He had hidden 
his true desires behind a cloak of humor. A little crisis, a 
little honesty, and suddenly years of innocent flirting had 
blossomed into an affair. 

Innocent Humor 

I worked at a camp one summer during my high 
school years. One week one of the women counselors, 
about a year older than I, shared my last name. We were 
not related and had never seen each other before. When 
we were introduced, we had not even made much of an 
issue over the name duplication. While Jenkins is not as 
common as Smith or Jones, neither is it as unique as Hig- 
ginbottham or Szczepanik. 

One night after the campers were in bed a bunch of 
us staffers and a few of the counselors, Miss Jenkins in¬ 
cluded, were watching a football game on television. A 
couple of the guys started kidding Miss Jenkins and me 
about being married. We were both so young and naive 
and insecure that we just blushed and hoped the running 
gag would run out of gas. 

For some reason I had to leave the impromptu party 
before the game was over, and as I headed for the door, 
someone said, “Hey, Jenkins, aren’t you takin’ yer wife 
with ya?” 

I got this urge to show the crowd that I could be just 
as funny as they and that I was a good sport, so I turned 
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and pointed at her. “No, but I want you home in bed in 
fifteen minutes.” 

I was out the door and ten feet from the TV cabin 
when I heard the hooting and hollering. I had not intend¬ 
ed even to imply anything risque. I had merely been try¬ 
ing to go along with the joke, and instead of speaking to 
the girl the way a husband would to a wife, I had spoken 
to her as father to daughter. Of course, everyone took my 
wanting her home in bed the wrong way, and with my 
reputation for enjoying a funny line, I knew I would never 
live it down. In fact, if I tried to go back and explain, no 
one would even believe me. They would wonder why I 
didn’t want to take the credit for such a great joke. 

The girl was as sweet and chaste as most counselors 
would be at a camp like that, and the last thing I wanted 
her to think was that I had been inappropriate and had got¬ 
ten a cheap laugh at her expense. A hundred feet from the 
cabin, still hearing the laughter, I knew I had to go back. 

When I opened the door, no one even noticed me. 
Something had happened on the game that had every¬ 
one’s attention. I was glad to see that Miss Jenkins wasn’t 
sitting there weeping with her head in her hands. When I 
called her name and she looked up so did everyone else, 
and the snickering began again. I wished they had been 
laughing at me for saying such a stupid thing, but I knew 
they were laughing because I had gotten away with such a 
saucy line. 

“Could I see you for a minute?” I asked, and the 
room fell deathly silent. 

I’ll never forget her response as long as I live. “I’m 
not too sure,” she said. It was the funniest comeback I 
could imagine in that situation, and I wish I’d anticipated 
it. If my original line had been intentional, I would still 
have always thought hers was better, especially on the 
spur of the moment. 

The place erupted again, and I winced self-conscious¬ 
ly, knowing that I appeared to deserve that. I was grateful 
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when she bounced to her feet and followed me out into 
the darkness. I had the impression she knew what I was 
going to say. 

“You need to know that I didn’t mean that the way it 
sounded,” I said. 

“I know,” she said. 

“You do?” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“I don’t think anyone else understands that.” 

“Maybe not, but I do. I’ve seen you around, heard 
you be funny. That’s not your style. At first I was embar¬ 
rassed and disappointed, but I caught a glimpse of your 
face as you hurried out, and I knew.” 

“Your comeback in there was priceless,” I said. 

“I couldn’t pass it up. But I knew you were back to 
apologize, so I figured I could say something and apolo¬ 
gize for it at the same time.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you.” 

“Accepted,” she said. “I know And I’m sorry too, 
though I admit I did mean to embarrass you.” 

I laughed and she added, “WeJenkinses have to stick 
together, you know.” 

Strangely, we didn’t see any more of each other after 
that than we would have otherwise. She was older and 
was not on staff, so she had her crowd and I had mine. I 
had learned a lesson, though. I knew to be more careful 
about teasing in a flirting manner. I also learned how 
wonderful and forgiving and insightful some women can 
be. Funny, too. 

By the Same Token 

Along these same lines, I have made it a practice— 
and can probably list this among my hedges—of not mak¬ 
ing my wife the butt of jokes. There are enough things to 
make fun of and enough funny topics without going for 
easy laughs at the expense of your spouse. 
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One of the reasons for this, besides my memory of 
how bad I felt about unintentionally ribbing my teenaged 
camp “wife,” is that I would never want Dianna to think I 
was trying to tell her something serious under the guise of 
humor. We have made it a policy to speak honestly and 
forthrightly with each other about anything that bothers us. 

We give the lie to that pontification that married cou¬ 
ples who never fight are probably as miserable and phony 
as those who fight all the time. We love each other. We 
don’t always agree, and we get on each other’s nerves oc¬ 
casionally, but neither of us likes tension in the air. We 
compete to see who can apologize first and get things 
talked out. We follow the biblical injunction to never let 
the sun go down upon our wrath (Ephesians 4:26). 

When a group of adult Christians decides it would be 
healthy to be honest and to share some of their most em¬ 
barrassing or petty fights, we always confess that we’ll ei¬ 
ther have to pass or make one up. Slammed doors, cold 
shoulders, silent treatments, and walking out just are not 
part of our routine. I think this comes as a result of being 
careful with our tongues. 

Just as I don’t want to make the mistake of flirting in 
jest or being suggestive in conversation with anyone but 
my wife, I want to watch what I say to her, too. Scripture 
has a lot to say about the power of the tongue and the 
spoken word. Proverbs 18:21 says that death and life “are 
in the power of the tongue,” and Proverbs 21:23 says, 
“Whoever guards his mouth and tongue keeps his soul 
from troubles.” 

Proverbs 28:23 says that “he who rebukes a man will 
find more favor afterward than he who flatters with the 
tongue.” In the New Testament, James says that the tongue 
is a little member but that it boasts great things. “See how 
great a forest a little fire kindles!” Games 35). 

Flattery, flirtation, suggestive jesting, and what we say 
to our own spouses are all shades of the same color. Be¬ 
ware the power of the tongue. 









ELEVEN 


Memories 


Hedge No. 5—1 remind my wife often—in uriting and 
orally'—that I remember my wedding tows-. “Keepingyou 
only unto me for as long as we both shall lit e. ” Dianna is 
not the jealous type, nor has she eier demanded such 
assurances from me. She does, however, appreciate my 
rules and my obsenance of them. 

leople seem to make their wedding vows so cavalierly 
nowadays that you have to wonder if they have any idea 
what they’re saying. Census figures show that one of every 
four marriages performed in 1931-33 ended in divorce. By 
the midfifties the rate had jumped to one in three. By 1971 
it had hit 41 percent.' Everybody knows that the figure 
passed the 50 percent mark early in the 1980s. 

It may be naive to think that people would remain 
true to their vows just by repeating them frequently, but 
who knows? At least couples might come to understand 
what they said in a ceremony before God, friends, and 
spouse. 


Practical Suggestions 

There are many creative ways to remind your spouse 
and yourself of your wedding vows, and they can be 

1. The Reader’s Digest, Treasury> of Modem Quotations (New York: 
Readers Digest, 1975), 83. 
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adapted to any budget. Try surprising your wife with a 
progressive search that culminates in a trip somewhere 
special. If you can afford it, take her out of the country If 
you can’t, drive to the next town for a weekend at a hotel. 
Or even just to McDonalds. 

Set it up this way: 

Write out slips that contain your wedding vows, par¬ 
ticularly those that refer to remaining sexually faithful, in a 
rhyme or even a little story format. At the end of each slip, 
leave a clue for where your wife can find the next one. 
Then hide them around the house and in the garage. 

Mail the first one home. It might say, “Keeping you—” 
and then “Look for another message in the freezer.” 

When she looks in the freezer, she finds another slip 
that reads, “—only unto me—” and “Look for another 
message in the car.” 

In the car is a slip that reads, “—for as long—” and 
points her to the mantel over the fireplace. There she 
finds a note that says, “—as we both—” and “Look for an¬ 
other message in the junk drawer.” There is a message 
that reads, “—shall live.” There you might also plant her 
plane ticket or hotel reservation or baby sitting certificate 
or McDonalds gift certificate. 

It can be just as effective, though maybe not as much 
fun, simply to call her at home or at work, and tell her, “I 

made this vow_years/months/days ago, and I still 

mean it: ‘I will keep you only unto myself for as long as we 
both shall live, or until Christ, who has saved us by His 
grace, returns to take us unto Himself forever. ” 

Sending your vows in a telegram or mailgram can be 
effective. You might even have someone do it in calligra¬ 
phy or have it printed so you can decoupage it. I’ve heard 
of people having their vows written in icing on a cake, 
chiseled into a rock, burned into wood, even written in 
moist dirt in the front yard. A friend of mine spent a cou¬ 
ple of hours forming the letters to his vows in tiny bits of 
twig, then set them up on the cement slab in front of the 
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door of his house, only to see his wife miss their signifi¬ 
cance and sweep them off the porch onto the grass. 

Sometimes I like to just tell Dianna that I remember 
my vows and that she is the only woman I have ever slept 
with, and the only one I ever wish to sleep with. I usually 
add my own sentiments on anniversary, valentine, and 
birthday cards, too. I don’t think she ever tires of hearing 
me reiterate my vows. I know I never get tired of hearing 
or saying them. 


What’s Good for the Goose 

The sad fact is that there is simply not enough em¬ 
phasis on wedding vows any more. We need to face it: this 
is one of the most significant problems in modern mar¬ 
riage. I’ve never understood the long-standing double 
standard that seems to wink at males’ infidelity while hold¬ 
ing women in contempt for the same offense. Of course, 
the breaking of a sacred vow should not be tolerated for 
either sex, but there is a boys-will-be-boys mentality that 
allows some men—even Christians—to have occasional 
or long-standing mistresses their entire married lives. 

As we’ve seen countless marriages break up during 
our nearly twenty years together, Dianna and I have talked 
seriously about this issue. Divorce is not in our vocabu¬ 
lary, but we have discussed whether either of us could 
forgive the other for the ultimate in unfaithfulness and be¬ 
trayal. 

Early in our marriage Dianna told me she didn’t think 
she was capable of forgiving sexual unfaithfulness. 
Though I had, of course, never considered violating my 
vows, it was impressive to hear that. I tried to imagine the 
shoe on the other foot and decided the same. The thought 
of sleeping with my wife after she had been unfaithful was 
inconceivable. It still is, but both of our views have grown 
on this subject. 
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We have seen friends’ and relatives’ marriages shat¬ 
tered by adultery, and yet we have also counseled wives to 
forgive husbands and take them back. Regaining trust after 
adultery still seems impossible, and neither of us has 
come to the point where we will say unequivocally that 
we could take back the other after unfaithfulness. We ad¬ 
mit, though, that there are other things to consider. 

For instance, we have seen that adultery is usually not 
the major problem in bad marriages. It is a result of a bad 
marriage or a symptom of a bad marriage. It may be the 
worst thing that can happen to a marriage, but it is rarely 
the basic problem. We hope and trust and believe and 
pray that any of our discussions about this subject are aca¬ 
demic in our own marriage because we work so hard at it, 
but adultery does occasionally invade even seemingly sol¬ 
id marriages. 

Take the case of a Christian leader who stepped 
down from an executive position with a mission organiza¬ 
tion ten years ago after his adultery was revealed. His wife, 
his pastor, and a couple of close relatives already knew of 
his sin and also of his repentance. When it came to light, 
however, he realized that resigning was the only way to 
protect the reputation of the mission and keep it from ex¬ 
tended controversy. 

Anyone who knew this man knew he had been a 
model husband and father. Even his wife and children 
said so. Thus the shocking moral lapse was clearly not the 
result of a pattern in his life or of a bad marriage. He ad¬ 
mitted that during a period of burnout and extreme fati¬ 
gue, he allowed a friendship to become immoral, and he 
apparently sincerely repented. 

Most interesting was that his wife not only forgave 
him but has also said that she would not dwell on his 
short period of unfaithfulness. To their credit, neither dis¬ 
counted that he had sinned, that his actions were unac¬ 
ceptable, or that he needed to repent and ask forgiveness 
of God and all parties affected. There are those who feel 
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he has forever disqualified himself from the ministry, but 
my purpose here is to deal with the forgiveness aspect. 

If he was truly repentant, did his wife have a choice as 
a Christian to do anything but forgive him and welcome 
him back? Whereas many believe that adultery is biblical 
grounds for divorce, surely divorce is not mandated when 
the offending party is remorseful and wants to reconcile. 

Therefore, even though both Dianna and I cannot 
imagine finding within ourselves the wherewithal to for¬ 
give the other should adultery ever disgrace and defile 
our marriage, clearly the biblical, Christian response to a 
repentant sinner is forgiveness. In ourselves, in our flesh, 
this would probably not be possible. Only through Christ 
can divine, unconditional love find forgiveness for a 
spouse who has foisted the filthiest pollution on a mar¬ 
riage. 

Even as Dianna and I continue to struggle with the 
proper response—and, as I say continue also to pray 
against such a problem and work toward a marriage that 
will not allow it—we counsel those who have been victim¬ 
ized to forgive the offending spouse if he or she is willing 
to reconcile. We can only pray that we could be as charita¬ 
ble to each other, as inconceivable as that is to us now 

One thing is certain. Marriages in which the ultimate 
loss of trust has been suffered can never be the same. We 
can only imagine what a wife who has taken back a hus¬ 
band who slept with another woman, or vice versa, must 
go through when that offending spouse wants to enjoy the 
marriage bed again. How long would it be—if ever—be¬ 
fore either could forget that the vows had been broken, 
that one of them had not kept the other only unto himself 
or herself? Could deep, abiding trust ever be fully re¬ 
gained? No wonder few marriages survive such an on¬ 
slaught. 

Although I would probably want more than anything 
to reconcile with my wife after such a failure, I certainly 
wouldn’t be able to blame her if she simply was not able 
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to forgive that outrage, that transgression of her trust. And 
whereas, if I was the offended party I cannot fathom being 
able to put her sin out of my mind, I’d like to think I 
would not turn away my truly repentant wife whom I love. 

Even considering that jumble of horrifying emotions 
is so distasteful that all it does is make me want to empha¬ 
size again the whole reason for this book. Again I need to 
say that adultery is usually a result or symptom of a mar¬ 
riage with weaknesses throughout. If it takes occasionally 
just running through your minds eye being caught or hav¬ 
ing to confess to your wife that you have been unfaithful, 
then I recommend that exercise. 

You won’t find it pleasant. Imagine breaking down as 
you tell her, hoping she’ll understand, seeing her turn 
cold and hurt and dark, not wanting to be touched or to 
hear anymore. My guess is that the typical woman won’t 
want to see her husband’s tears of grief and remorse right 
away He will tumble off whatever pedestal he may have 
been on, and should she ever find it within herself, by the 
grace of God, to forgive him and take him back, it will not 
be without deep pain and suffering. 

Imagine, just imagine, what that would do to your 
wife. Plant hedges wide and deep and tall against any 
weakness you may have. Remind yourself what price you 
would have to pay for a brief season of carnal fan. Study 
what is wrong with you or your relationship with your 
wife that would allow you even to consider such a drastic 
breach of her trust. 

Dianna and I had college friends who were married 
ten years and had two sons when we first got wind that 
there was trouble. The wife suspected her husband was 
seeing another woman. We stood by her, helped her find 
out, confronted him, heard the denials, and then learned 
the awful truth: It was true. 

He was unrepentant, hostile, and flagrant. He had 
complaints about his wife, but none justified this complete 
setting aside of his morals and values. She kept fighting 
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for him, wanting him back. We warned her that until he 
gave up the other woman and—in essence—came back 
on his knees, she should be slow to open her arms. Maybe 
we were intruding rather than helping at that point, but 
she received similar counsel from others. 

Still, she was desperate. She couldn’t stand the 
thought of losing him to someone else. No, she was not 
the woman he had married. She had given birth to both 
sons within a year of each other, and she had grown weary 
and harried trying to keep up with them. Maybe she had 
become shrill, and maybe she had neglected him a bit, but 
he had never grown up either. Now he played most of the 
time and was gone more than he was home. And now this. 
Another woman. 

She moved in with her aunt and took the boys with 
her. He begged her to come back, promising to change 
his ways. It was all she wanted to hear. She set conditions: 
Give up the other woman, spend time at home, don’t ex¬ 
pect Olympic sex after this rupture of my trust, and grow 
up. 

The first night they spent together, he got a call from 
the other woman. “Take that call and I’m out of here,” his 
wife told him. 

“Just some loose ends,” he assured her, and he talked 
on the phone for a half hour. Then he left. “Just getting 
some stuff, settling accounts. Don’t worry. It’s over.” 

He was gone all night and still tried to tell her noth¬ 
ing had happened. But he had pushed his wife past the 
brink. She packed up the boys and all her belongings and 
moved out. Even while he was again trying to plead with 
her to take him back, a friend saw his car in front of his 
girifriend’s house all night. The friend left a note, berating 
him for living a lie. That finally brought him to his senses. 

From what we could tell, he had finally truly repented. 
He’d come back to God, cut off the relationship, and done 
everything he could to win back his wife. 
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But do you know what? It was too late. If she had 
been Jesus, she might have forgiven him seventy times 
seven, and there were those who felt she was being cold 
and unforgiving and even unchristian. Sadly, he had 
pushed her too far. I’m not saying she was right, but she 
got to the place of rage, and suddenly she could believe 
nothing he said and could trust nothing he promised. She 
could only suspect everything he did. 

That story is ten years old now and both partners 
have been married again. She has divorced for the second 
time. We’re talking about Christian people here. Adultery 
creates chaos. Adulterers lie. Victims get angry. There are 
human limits to forgiveness, even among Christians. 

Somehow, some way, we who have remained true to 
our spouses need to do something to ensure that we re¬ 
main that way. That means working on our weaknesses, 
shoring up our strengths, pouring our lives into each oth¬ 
er, and planting hedges. We must avoid the mess of adul¬ 
tery and divorce and the besmirching of the reputation of 
Christ. The time is long past for us to worry about people 
snickering at us for being prudish or Victorian or puritani¬ 
cal. 

Treat this blight on marriage as the epidemic that it 
is. Flee. Plant a hedge. Do something. Anything. Don’t be¬ 
come a sad statistic. 







TWELVE 


Quality Time 
vs. Quantity Time 

Hedge No. 6—From the time I get home from work until 
the children go to bed, I do no writing or office uork. This 
giies me lots of time with the family andfor my wife and 
me to continue to court and date. 


Something subtle but unusual happened to me after 
Dianna and I had been married for about a year. I had 
recently left the field of secular journalism and begun 
working for Scripture Press. Among my duties was the re¬ 
sponsibility to interview people for stories for the Sunday 
school papers. 

Coincidentally, several of my interviews during a short 
span were with middle-aged men. Their stories were all 
different, but eventually we got around to the subjects of 
home and marriage and family. Five or six of these men 
shared with me their regrets about those areas of their 
lives. Their marriages had been fine and their children 
had turned out OK, but every one of them regretted not 
having spent more time at home. They had a lot of “if onlys.” 

“If only I’d realized that my daughters recital was 
more important than the big real estate deal.. 

“If only I could have proved to my son how proud I 
was of his athletic ability by showing up at his games...” 

“If only my wife had known before she died how 
much I enjoyed talking with her and traveling with her...” 
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Someone has said that no one has ever been heard to 
say on his deathbed, “I wish I’d spent more time at the 
office.” 

These discussions of regret over misplaced priorities 
during the sunny years of their careers—which always 
seem to coincide with the growing up years of a man’s 
family—had little to do with their stories and didn’t wind 
up in the pages of Scripture Press’s Sunday school papers. 
But I sensed God had put me in contact with these men 
for a reason: they were all sending me the same message. 
I was barely twenty-two years old, but I caught the drift. 

I remember lengthy discussions with Dianna about it. 
We wouldn’t have our first child until we’d been married 
four-and-a-half years, and that gave us lots of time to set 
goals, policies, and priorities. We wanted to be good par¬ 
ents and avoid regrets. 

We decided that once the children came along, re¬ 
gardless of their ages, I would do no writing and no office 
business between the time I got home from work and the 
time the kids went to bed. (I’ve been accused of putting 
them to bed at four-thirty!) 

In the beginning the biggest benefit was to Dianna, 
who had someone to take over feeding and changing and 
entertaining a baby while she finally had time to fix din¬ 
ner. Sometimes baby Dallas was sleeping when I got 
home, but that didn’t count; he had to be down for the 
night before I felt free to get into my own projects. 

As Dallas got older and Chad came along (two-and-a- 
half years later), he learned to take for granted that I 
would be around during that time of the day I didn’t insist 
that the boys take advantage of me or even play with me. I 
just wanted them to get used to the fact that I was theirs to 
talk to, to play with, or even to ignore. 

During that period I learned that the idea of Quality 
Time was an evil lie. Some experts pushed the idea that 
successful overachievers, those we call Yuppies today, 
could have children and be guilt free about the little time 
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they were able to devote to them. The remedy was Quality 
Time. Sort of like one-minute parenting. It went like this: 
Be sure to make what little time you are able to spend 
with your child Quality Time. 

What garbage. I’ve seen the results of kids who were 
given only Quality Time. The problem is that kids don’t 
know the difference. What they need is time—all they can 
get. Quantity time is quality time, whether you’re discuss¬ 
ing the meaning of the cosmos or just climbing on dad. 

There are times I wish my kids knew how wonderful 
I was being about all this. I don’t know too many fathers 
who give their kids at least two-and-a-half hours a day 
—and there certainly aren’t any other fathers who play 
ball with the whole neighborhood every summer after¬ 
noon. 

I confess that this is not all just for the kids’ benefit. I 
can’t imagine missing out on some of their growth experi¬ 
ences, the funny and touching things they say, and even 
being there in times of crisis when I could easily be some¬ 
where else. 

There came a point in our lives when Dallas, at about 
age four, told me he wished he had a new dad. Like who? I 
asked him. Like the man down the street, he told me. I 
knew exactly who he was talking about and why 

The man down the street came home so infrequently 
that he got a royal welcome every time he did. And he was 
usually feeling so guilty about his drinking or topless-bar 
hopping or compulsive spending that he brought gifts for 
everyone. What a guy! What a dad! He must be super to get 
that kind of reception and be so generous! 

I couldn’t explain the distinctions to Dallas until he 
was old enough to understand why the man down the 
street left his wife a note for breakfast one morning, tell¬ 
ing her she would find him in the garage with the car run¬ 
ning. He had committed suicide. 
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So What? 

What does all this have to do with marital hedges? 
Hedges can do wonders for a family, and this policy of 
spending megablocks of time with the kids each day has 
turned into rich benefits for Dianna and me, too. Our time 
together is more relaxed, less hurried, less pressured, less 
obligatory We have learned to just be with each other, to 
be used to having each other around. We don’t have to 
talk, plan, schedule, or make appointments with each oth¬ 
er. We know each others schedules, and we count on 
when the other will be available. Dianna adds that she en¬ 
joys a tremendous sense of satisfaction and well-being 
when I am devoting time to the kids. She has never felt left 
out or jealous of the time, especially since she and I also 
spend a lot of time together. 

At the time of this writing our boys are fourteen, al¬ 
most twelve, and seven. They are old enough to figure out 
that their relationship with their parents is out of the ordi¬ 
nary, at least as it relates to the amount of time spent. We 
hardly ever miss one of their school or sports-related 
events, and we will not be gone from home more than a 
certain number of days without taking them with us. Our 
trip to Africa this past summer was one of the richest fam¬ 
ily times we’ve ever had. 

More important, the kids can see a difference in our 
marriage, too. They know we’re still affectionate and in 
love and demonstrative about it even after all these years. 
The older two boys especially are at ages where they want 
to know the whys and wherefores of all our ideas and be¬ 
havior, so I’ve been able to tell them about our hedges 
and why we feel they’re so important. 

They’re intrigued by it all, even though it probably 
won’t make total sense to them until they are in love or 
married. But having my sons know of my hedges serves 
almost as another hedge. Just like my friend who carries 
pictures of his wife and daughters as a hedge on business 
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trips, I carry the knowledge that my kids are aware of my 
concern for our marriage. They would be front-line vic¬ 
tims if I let my guard down. 

Another of our unwritten traditions is that, until our 
kids are teenagers, I will put them to bed every night pos¬ 
sible. We talk, read, sing, and pray together. Following a 
tradition set by my own father, I take that opportunity too 
to say nice things about their mother. “Don’t we have a 
great mom? Isn’t she good to us? Do you have any idea 
how much she loves you? Do you know she works at least 
twice as hard as Daddy? Aren’t you proud that she always 
looks so nice?” 


A Rose by Any Other Name 

I thought of how important the strength of a marriage 
is to children when I saw a quote by Pete Rose, Jr. The 
betting scandal his father was in meant little to Petey. He 
still dwelt on his parents’ years-old divorce. His father was 
remarried with a new child and another on the way. His 
mother was tending bar in Cincinnati. 

Petey is a better-than-average big league prospect 
himself, and athletes at that stage in their careers are usu¬ 
ally single-minded and driven. Yet Petey said something 
like this: “I would trade whatever future I have in big 
league baseball to see my parents get back together.” 1 

It was as if he hadn’t read the papers, didn’t know the 
truth about his parents’ marriage. Pete, Sr., had such an 
incredible reputation for chasing women and such nasty, 
impossible-to-take-back things had been said by each 
about the other, that no one would give two cents for the 
possibility of any civility, let alone a reconciliation. And 
with Pete, Sr., remarried, there’s no chance. 

Yet that comment from little Pete, if he were my son, 
would haunt me to my grave. 


1. Mike Bass, Cincinnati Post , as printed in the Chicago Tribune. 
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Love Me, Love My Mom 

The following statement has been attributed to every¬ 
body from Howard Hendricks and Josh McDowell to 
James Dobson. It probably preceded all three, but it re¬ 
mains a truism: The most important thing a father can do 
for his children is to love their mother. When we know 
that one of the great fears of childhood is abandonment, 
we can only imagine the impact of a broken marriage on a 
child. 


May “The Vorce” Not Be with You 

Several years ago Campus Life magazine ran a story 
about “the vorce,” which was a child’s misunderstanding 
of the word divorce. A child in the story said that some¬ 
times people even talk about “the the vorce,” which she 
couldn’t understand at all. All she knew was that anytime 
anyone ever talked about “the vorce” or “the the vorce,” it 
was sad and bad news. It had something to do with Mom¬ 
my and Daddy, and she didn’t like the vorce. 2 

It reminded me of a little girl I knew when I was sev¬ 
en. I thought she was the sweetest, cutest four-year-old I 
had ever seen. Because of our difference in age I didn’t 
see much of her during the next few years, but by the time 
she was nine she was a sad little creature with a drawn 
face and red eyes. The only thing she would tell her Sun¬ 
day school teacher was that she was afraid of the vorce. 
Her teacher thought she meant some kind of force, but 
soon the truth came out. 

Her parents were leaders in the church and seemed 
to have an idyllic family with several children, including a 
couple of adoptees. More than once, however, the chil¬ 
dren had been awakened in the night to their parents’ ar¬ 
guing, even yelling and screaming. That was when this 

2. M. J. Amft, “The Vorce and Other Questions,” Campus Life , January 
1978,43f. 
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pretty little girl had first heard about the vorce. Her moth¬ 
er was pleading with her father not to get the vorce. What¬ 
ever it was, the little girl knew it was bad. 

Divorcees will tell you that children are resilient, that 
a divorce is better for a child than a bad marriage. But 
experts in child psychology tell a different story. Some 
kids who bottle up their emotions and pretend it’s all 
right to be shuttled back and forth between parents and 
cities, sometimes by air, grow up emotional wrecks. 
They’re unable to trust or fully love anyone. They fear re¬ 
jection, suffer low self-esteem, careen in and out of 
doomed marriages, and leave in their wakes children just 
like themselves. 

This is the generation that is growing up now What 
will family reunions and family trees look like at the turn 
of the century? What kinds of adults will be running our 
corporations, leading our government, pioneering tech¬ 
nological progress? 

We can grow paranoid, I guess, but with more than 
half of all new marriages ending in divorce and wreaking 
havoc on the minds and emotions of that many children, 
mayhem seems the only prognosis. The only way to en¬ 
sure a future with stable marriages and home lives is to 
begin strengthening our families now. Give kids a model 
of love and caring and interdependence. Show them what 
it means to make and keep a commitment, to set your 
course on a lifetime of love with no wavering, no excuses, 
and no me-first philosophies. 

Don’t fall prey to the Quality Time trap or to the myth 
that kids are resilient and will be better off in two halves 
of a broken home. Most children of divorce are just like 
Pete Rose, Jr. They’d give up everything else important in 
their lives if only their parents would get back together. 
Make a decision. Set a course. Carve out the time it takes 
to devote to your wife and children, and plant a hedge that 
will protect you and her and them from the devastation of 
a broken home. 



PART THREE 


What Hedges Can 
Do for Your Family 


Verbalizing the hedges in your marriage 
will give your spouse and your children 
a deep sense of love and security. 





THIRTEEN 


Everybody Loves 
a Love Story 

It’s important to share with our spouses and children the 
memories of our own courtship, marriage, and 
honeymoon. 


It’s never too late to try to recall the memories of your 
early love, but the longer you go without doing it, the easi¬ 
er it is to forget important details. By telling our stories 
over and over through the years, we solidify in our minds 
the things that attracted us to our mates in the first place. 
Just as important, our children learn the history of the re¬ 
lationship. I was always fascinated by the stories my par¬ 
ents told about how they met, fell in love, and stayed true 
to each other during their engagement, although World 
War II kept them apart for thirty-four months. 

There are various ways of reminding one another 
and your children of your own love story. Obviously, it’s 
not a good idea to force the story on casual acquaintances 
or neighbors—unless they ask—but you’d be surprised at 
how many people are indeed interested: old friends, close 
relatives, people from church you know well. Trade stor¬ 
ies with them. Everybody loves a love story. 

I share my own story here only to show you the types 
of memories you can ferret out to share with your mate. I 
call it my own, rather than our own, because every court- 
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ship is really two stories, yours and your spouses. Diannas 
story contains parallel elements, of course, but the empha¬ 
ses are her own, and her perspective makes for an ac¬ 
count with its own unique interest. 

Every time we tell our stories, we remind each other 
of incidents we hadn’t thought of since they occurred in 
the early 1970s. Every birthday, anniversary, holiday, or 
no-reason-I-just-felt-like-sending-a-card provides an oppor¬ 
tunity for a note or a comment, maybe just a sentence 
from our wedding vows to share with each other. Repeat a 
wedding vow in your spouses ear the next time you kiss 
hello or good-bye. There’s no reason not to celebrate 
your wedding anniversary every day in some small way If 
you have a good marriage, build a hedge around it by cel¬ 
ebrating it. Think how unique a gift you have been blessed 
with in this generation of divorce. 

My Story 

I had not dated for a year when a friend and his fian¬ 
ce began telling me of a girl I just had to meet, a classmate 
of theirs at Fort Wayne (Indiana) Bible College. She was 
tall and beautiful, they told me. Oh, sure, I thought. That’s 
why she has to resort to blind dates. 

I got a look at her from afar when I visited the cam¬ 
pus and saw her in the homecoming court. They were 
right. She was gorgeous. So much so that I was intimidat¬ 
ed. No way I would have dreamed she had a night free, let 
alone that she would accept a date with me. I figured I’d 
be wasting my time and pride by asking her out. 

“But we’ve told her about you,” my friends said. 
“She’s open to a blind date.” 

I told them to forget it. 

“I’ve seen her,” I said. “She hasn’t seen me.” 

But my interest was piqued. Maybe someday. 

Someday came a few months later. They talked me 
into driving over from Chicago for a double date. Ever the 
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romantic, I started building up the possibilities in my 
mind. I decided that if anything was to come from this 
encounter, I would know immediately and would be smit¬ 
ten with her. 

The blind date on a Friday night in May 1970 was fine. 
She was lovely, refined, soft-spoken, smart, likable, and 
easy to talk to. No whistles, bells, or fireworks. As soon as 
he got me alone, my friend wanted to know what I 
thought. 

“Fine,” I said. 

“Just fine?” he asked. 

I nodded. “Could you get interested? Try to build 
something?” 

“Nah. I don’t know. I don’t think so.” 

“Why not? Something wrong?” 

“No. We just didn’t click.” 

“You’ve had all of one date!” 

“Yeah, but I’d know” 

“You’re crazy” 

“Maybe I am.” 

The next night we doubled again and my reaction 
was the same. Dianna and I promised to write, and I said 
maybe I would come back again, feeling polite and benev¬ 
olent. We corresponded occasionally over the next few 
weeks, and I sensed Dianna was more interested than I 
was. In fact, if she had not gently pressed the fact that I had 
said I would come back sometime, I probably wouldn’t 
have. 

Dianna told me later that at the wedding of the 
friends who had introduced us, she sensed my lack of en¬ 
thusiasm. I was busy in the wedding party and only really 
spoke to her as she was leaving. For some reason, just be¬ 
fore she got into her car, I reached out and touched the 
tip of her nose. I meant it as a friendly gesture. She took it 
as the only bit of encouragement she had. 

Before I finally drove back to Fort Wayne on July 18,1 
had the audacity to tell my friend that if everything went 
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the same as before, I was not going to pursue the relation¬ 
ship. “You’re crazy,” he said again. 

This time it would not be a double date. She was go¬ 
ing to cook dinner for us at her place and then we would 
walk around The Landing, an old section of Fort ^Xftyne. I 
pulled in the driveway and went to the front door. As I 
rang the bell I could see Dianna through the screen door, 
heading for the kitchen. 

“Come on in,” she said. “I have to catch something 
on the stove.” 

She flashed a smile as she hurried past, and some¬ 
thing happened to me. After two double dates and a brief 
chat at our friends’ wedding, it was love at fourth sight. 
Dianna says the only difference since I had seen her last 
was her tan. I don’t know what clicked. All I knew was that 
it was the most dramatic emotion I have ever felt, before 
or since. 

I hardly knew the woman, but I knew beyond a doubt 
that I would marry her. I don’t know how 1 knew, but I 
knew it as surely as I knew my own name. I followed her 
into the kitchen, and I was speechless. I literally couldn’t 
say a word. If she had asked me how the drive was, I 
would have been able to manage only a nod. 

Anyone who knows me knows that being speechless 
is not one of my common maladies. And Dianna is the 
opposite. She’s most comfortable when someone else is 
carrying the ball in a conversation. That was one of the 
things she liked about me—that I enjoyed talking, drawing 
people out, discussing whatever anyone was interested in. 

She acted as if she didn’t notice anything unusual, 
and she uncharacteristically chattered about the chicken, 
the vegetables, the salad. I watched her slice carrots, think¬ 
ing, She is going to do this in our home someday. I’ll 
watch her do this for the rest of my life. I can’t explain it. I 
just knew, and I never wavered. 

When I finally spoke, my voice cracked, and I noticed 
her double-take. I recovered quickly, but what an ordeal 
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that meal was! Dianna grew up on a farm and was a 4-H 
champion cook, so the food was wonderful. But there I sat 
trying to make small talk on our third date, all the while 
hiding my delicious secret: I was going to marry this girl. 
She had been more interested in me than I in her, and 
now I had shot past her by light-years. 

Dianna and I were impressed by different little things 
that night. I remember I was impressed that a basically shy 
girl felt comfortable enough to put her feet up on a chair 
during the meal. Later, as we strolled The Landing, hold¬ 
ing hands for the first time, she was impressed that I 
wouldn’t let her run to the car when it began to rain. She 
worried about how her hair would look. To me, she 
would have looked good bald that night. 

Later we drove to a park in the center of the city 
where we walked in the rain. It was one of those nights 
that nearly every couple has at one time or another in 
their relationship. We talked of everything, learned of 
childhood memories, quizzed each other on favorite col¬ 
ors, foods, tastes in clothes, books—anything that came to 
mind. I was in paradise. 

I could hardly contain my secret. I wanted to tell her 
something, anything, that would alert her that to me this 
was much, much more than a typical date or even a new 
relationship. I knew it didn’t make any sense, but I also 
knew to the core of my being that this was it. She would 
be my wife, and there didn’t seem to be anything anyone 
could do to stop it. 

Before I left her for the two-hour drive back to Chica¬ 
go at midnight, I pretended to be kidding and told her I 
thought I was falling in love. She thought that was funny, 
and I was glad I hadn’t seriously revealed my heart. By the 
time I got in the car, sense or not, I was helplessly, hap¬ 
lessly, wholly in love. I thought I had been in love before, 
but now I knew better. 

All the way to Chicago I sang, whistled, talked to my¬ 
self, and tried to think of someone I could tell. One of my 








132 


WHAT HEDGES CAN DO FOR YOUR FAMHY 


friends worked in an all-night gas station in my home 
town. I arrived there at two in the morning, grinning from 
the waist up. I went into the station and sat on a fifty-five- 
gallon oil drum. 

“I want you to be in my wedding,” I told him, begin¬ 
ning a three-and-a-half hour rhapsody 

My friend had never seen me like that. He shook his 
head. 

“You’ve got it bad,” he said. 

I didn’t know how right he was until I climbed down 
off that oil drum at 5:30 in the morning and realized I’d 
been sitting in a quarter inch of motor oil the whole time! 
It had soaked through my seat and down my pant legs, 
even into my socks, and I hadn’t had a clue! 

With the morning newspaper between me and my 
car seat, I arrived home at six o’clock in the morning and 
peeked into my parents’ bedroom. My mother opened 
one eye. 

“You’re in love,” she said. 

She couldn’t have paid me a higher compliment. I 
couldn’t get over the fact that it showed, and she hadn’t 
even seen the oil yet. 

I didn’t sleep for a couple of days, but I did get start¬ 
ed on what would become astronomical phone bills over 
the next several months. I tried as hard as I could not to 
let my temporary insanity show through, but I was not 
successful. Dianna didn’t know what to make of it, and 
when she visited Chicago for a weekend, my secret was 
out. For the next several months, I tried not to make a fool 
of myself, and she carefully considered this new friend 
who had started with such ambivalence and was now run¬ 
ning ahead of her own feelings. 

It was during that period that I discovered the depth 
of the woman I was already convinced would be my wife. 
Before long, my infatuation had matured to true love. By 
September, Dianna shared my feelings and we began to 
think seriously about the future. In November she sug- 
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gested a brief moratorium on the relationship. We had 
known each other such a short time and were talking so 
seriously of marriage that she wanted to back off for a cou¬ 
ple of weeks and sort out her feelings. 

I was devastated. 

I didn't tell Dianna, but I was convinced she was do¬ 
ing this only because it was the type of thing her friends 
had done. Worse, I was in dread that she would come to 
her senses and realize she could do so much better. I be¬ 
lieved that if I ever heard from her again it would be in 
the form of a Dear John letter or a phone call suggesting 
that we could be just friends. 

This was, of course, years before Dr. James Dobson’s 
excellent Tough Love, which advises the waiting party in 
such a relationship to maintain dignity. Part of me wanted 
to beg and plead and cry and ask how Dianna could do 
such a thing to a person willing to crawl in front of her for 
the rest of her life, licking up dirt so she wouldn’t have to 
step in it. Wouldn’t that have been a nice example of the 
kind of man a woman wants as a husband? 

I resisted the urge to grovel, but I did do a lot of 
tearful walking and praying. In retrospect, I see myself as a 
sniveling weakling who had enough foresight to keep it to 
himself. But at the time, I was truly in turmoil. I felt that 
Dianna was meant only for me, that only she could make 
me happy. I held to the conviction from our fourth meet¬ 
ing that we were meant to be married. 

But I had to come to the point with God where I was 
willing to give her up. I had to get to the place where I 
conceded that if I truly loved her, then I would want what 
was best for her. If what was best for Dianna was not me, 
then that was what I wanted for her. Otherwise, my love 
was selfish. It was not easy, but after four days in the pits I 
made that concession in my own mind. I didn’t feel much 
better, and I wouldn’t like it if it turned out that way, but I 
knew I had done the right thing by being willing to accept 
it. 
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That night she called. 

“Enough of this nonsense,” she said. “I miss you. 
Come when you can.” 

I was tempted to let her wait a few days, but I drove 
two hours to see her for half an hour, then drove back 
home. We married within three months. 

I don’t begrudge her the four days she needed. I am 
glad, however, that she didn’t need the entire two weeks. I 
would have been a basket case. Whatever she settled in 
her mind during those few days has lasted our entire mar¬ 
riage. For whatever grief it caused me then, it has afforded 
me a wife with no second thoughts. 

Peoria? 

Clearly, that story is personal and is of real interest 
only to those involved—a group that includes our chil¬ 
dren. If we go several months without sharing our story, 
our sons insist on hearing it. They like to hear of the wed¬ 
ding too, giggling over the account of my father pushing 
the play button rather than the record button on his tape 
recorder at the worst possible moment. While the pastor 
exhorted us, we were also treated to ten seconds of a busi¬ 
ness seminar Dad was trying to tape over. 

We wrote our own vows, borrowing some ideas from 
the friends who had introduced us. We promised each 
other that we would “keep you only unto me,” and rather 
than the morbid “till death do us part,” we used the more 
upbeat “for as long as we both shall live, or until Christ, 
who has saved us by His grace, returns to take us unto 
Himself forever.” 

I also vowed to make Dianna laugh, which I have 
tried to do daily for nearly two decades. (If I’ve failed by 
the end of the day, I sometimes resort to swinging from 
the chandelier.) 

We were married in downstate Illinois and left the 
next day to drive across the country for a job in Washing- 




EVERYBODY LOVES A LOVE STORY 


135 


ton state, so we spent our first honeymoon night at the 
Holiday Inn in Peoria. It didn’t seem at all funny then, but 
that gets the biggest smile today when we recount our sto¬ 
ry 

Tell your story. Tell it to your kids, your friends, your 
brothers and sisters, but especially to each other. The 
more your story is implanted in your brain, the more it 
serves as a hedge against the myriad forces that seek to 
destroy your marriage. Make your story so familiar that it 
becomes part of the fabric of your being. It should be¬ 
come a legend that is shared through the generations as 
you grow a family tree that defies all odds and boasts mar¬ 
riage after marriage of stability, strength, and longevity 











FOURTEEN 


When Victory Comes 


Something wonderful happens in a relationship when 
hedges begin to grow. 


Its crucial to understand that the hedges I’ve discussed 
have been my own, tailor-made for an over-sexed, gregar¬ 
ious, fun-loving, busy person who might otherwise follow 
his lusts, say things he shouldn’t, flirt, forget the most im¬ 
portant person in his life, and not spend as much time 
with his family as he should. 

Your weaknesses may be different. Some of them 
would make me laugh or think you’re a nut, as some of 
mine may have done to you. The important thing is to 
know yourself, understand the dangers in your weak ar¬ 
eas, and do something practical and concrete about them. 

The case studies that follow are of two couples who 
have learned the hard way to plant their own hedges. 
Their hedges bear little resemblance to mine. That’s the 
point. 

Except in the case of the first couple, names and in¬ 
significant details have been changed to protect identities. 
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Pat and Jill Williams 

I was privileged to work with Pat and Jill Williams on 
a book about their marriage. I met Pat in the early 1970s 
when he was general manager of the Chicago Bulls pro¬ 
fessional basketball team and I was a young writer inter¬ 
viewing him for a story. I eventually wrote his biography 
and then a motivational book with him, but the most sig¬ 
nificant project we ever hooked up on was Rekindled, 
which became a surprise bestseller and still sells in hard¬ 
back at this writing, several years after its release. 

The Williamses still receive an average of a letter a 
day from some distraught spouse, lamenting the state of 
his or her marriage, informing Pat and Jill how similar 
their stories are, and pleading for help. Pat sends me a 
copy of every letter, and I need to tell you, such corre¬ 
spondence provides one depressing look at the state of 
Christian marriage in this country. 

Pat and Jill and I have often remarked on the sadness 
and desperation and also on the remarkable similarity 
among the letters. They have received hundreds and hun¬ 
dreds of letters, and they are nearly all the same. The hus¬ 
band has ignored the wife, busied himself in his career, 
and become a cold, uncommunicating partner. The wife 
has tried everything to get his attention until finally she 
was ripe for the attentions of someone else and is now 
involved in an affair. 

Sometimes these stories happen the other way 
around, but that is the typical scenario. The letter to Pat 
and Jill comes either from a frantic husband who has seen 
the error of his ways and is willing to do anything to win 
his wife back, or it comes from the wife who says she 
knows it’s wrong to be having an affair and she feels sorry 
for her pitiful, blubbering husband, but she has lost her 
love for him. 

Pat and Jill’s story is similar, but Jill did not resort to 
finding someone else. There is a depth of spirituality and 
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character in her that precluded her looking for another 
man and even eliminated from her mind the possibility of 
divorcing Pat. She admits, however, that she was terribly 
vulnerable during the crisis and can’t say with certainty 
that she could have fought off the urge to look to some¬ 
one else if the circumstances had been just so. 

At the time of the predicament, Pat was general man¬ 
ager of the Philadelphia 76ers, one of the premier organi¬ 
zations in the National Basketball Association. He was at 
the top of his profession—admired, sought after, a speak¬ 
er, a jogger, a Bible memory freak—in short, the envy of 
many other wives. Only Jill knew the truth. He was invisi¬ 
ble at home, wrapped up in his work, speaking engage¬ 
ments, devotions, and his physical fitness. “Jilly” was the 
little woman who was to handle the home and provide the 
ideal environment for him so he could remain at the top 
of his game. 

Pat thought he had a good marriage. His wife was 
beautiful and talented and a good mother. She was a cre¬ 
ative decorator, a good cook, a singer, a violinist—in 
short, everything a man like Pat could want in a wife. 

For years Jill had tried to get Pats attention. Her 
methods became more and more drastic as his solutions 
to her tantrums became more and more predictable. If 
she crabbed about his lack of attention or demanded to 
know why he ignored her in public, if she complained 
about his curtness to her or his condescension, or if she 
wanted to know why he never touched her except in bed 
or didn’t have time to talk to her for even ten minutes a 
day, he would quickly take the temperature of the situa¬ 
tion. If it looked serious he would apologize, make prom¬ 
ises, bring her flowers, take her out to dinner, and see 
how long that kept her happy 

After ten years, she had had it, and he didn’t even 
suspect it. She dropped the bomb on him one Sunday af¬ 
ternoon in December. He had killed her emotionally, she 
said. She told him she would not divorce him, would not 





140 


WHAT HEDGES CAN DO FOR YOUR FAMHY 


leave him, but that neither could she guarantee any emo¬ 
tional response to him whatsoever. He had killed every 
last vestige of love she ever felt for him. She was finished, 
defeated, deflated, and she couldn’t even smile. 

It was as if someone had kicked him in the stomach. 
When he started his promise to turn over a new leaf, she 
simply went upstairs to bed. He knew this was serious and 
that no bandage was going to make things right again. He 
wept, sensing, knowing finally that she was right. He 
begged for forgiveness from God and for a solution. 

Pat was an obsessive, compulsive person, driven to 
succeed at whatever he set his mind to, whether it meant 
memorizing a verse of Scripture a day, spending an hour 
in the Bible each day, jogging six miles a day, building a 
winning basketball team, or speaking three hundred times 
a year. He could do anything. And now he decided to put 
his mind to his marriage. He was ready and willing to do 
whatever it took not just to salvage it, but also to make it 
the best it could be. He wept and wept as God brought to 
his mind dozens of things he should have done over the 
years. He was reminded of every complaint Jill had regis¬ 
tered over the decades and he filled page after page of a 
yellow legal pad, determined to change his ways on every 
point. 

God also led him to a book, Love Life for Every Mar¬ 
ried Couple, by Ed Wheat, and he memorized the princi¬ 
ples that urged him to apply the B.E.S.T acronym. He was 
to bless, edify, share, and touch his wife constantly, not 
just to win her back, but also simply because it was the 
right thing to do. In fact, Dr. Wheat stipulated in his book 
that all this activity would not guarantee any response 
from the hurting spouse. He said, in essence, that the 
wounded partner may never respond after all the damage 
that had been done, but these principles applied anyway 
and should be followed. 

Pat was desperate to convince Jill that this was no typ¬ 
ical restart. He really meant it this time. He had really 
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heard her. He loved her with all his heart and wanted to 
prove it. He was so committed to his marriage that every¬ 
thing else in his life paled in comparisons and yet she 
could not bring herself to respond. She couldn’t smile or 
even speak except in cordial, formal, functional conversa¬ 
tion. He got no encouragement, and he said, “It was like 
looking into the eyes of a dead woman, a woman I had 
killed.” 

The story ends happily, of course. Eventually Pat proved 
himself. God forgave him and gave him the strength to 
maintain his commitment to this day Jill finally forgave 
him and saw life and love return to her being. At the time 
of their marital crisis more than seven years ago they had 
three children. They have since had another of their own 
and adopted eight more! 

’feu wouldn’t think a household with a dozen chil¬ 
dren in it would be a healthy place for a troubled mar¬ 
riage, but it is. A miraculous transformation has taken 
place there, all because Pat got the message and planted 
hedges, albeit almost too late. 

He talks to his wife a lot every day. 

He spends time with her and with the children. He 
remembers special days. 

They date frequently 

He applies a lot of nonsexual touching. 

She has become the center of his life. 

It hasn’t been a quick fix. He knows he can never let 
his guard down, never slip into the old patterns. Now that 
he is president and general manager of a new NBA fran¬ 
chise and the family has moved to Orlando, Florida, the 
risks and temptations are greater than ever. Yet his resolve 
is all the stronger. Remember, these were not just leaves 
he turned over. They were hedges he planted deep in 
thick, rich soil, and they’re growing strong. 
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Ike and Laurie Vanderay 

Ike is a successful independent insurance agent in 
the South. Laurie worked early in their marriage but be¬ 
came pregnant almost immediately, and they now have 
five children under age eleven. They were a passionate, 
exciting couple during their long courtship, but financial 
setbacks, health problems, and two miscarriages made 
early married life difficult. 

Seven pregnancies in a dozen years have not been a 
problem for Laurie. She loves babies, was heartbroken 
over the two losses, and is even interested in maybe hav¬ 
ing one more. Both Vanderays are very active in their local 
church, serving in Sunday school and in the choir and on 
various boards and committees. Ike is also very visible in 
community affairs for the sake of his business. 

Ike has found that Saturdays can be big in his line of 
work. People who can’t see him during the work week 
will often schedule a Saturday appointment. Laurie plead¬ 
ed with him to take one day other than Sunday off, so 
when his business became healthy enough, he announced 
he was taking Mondays off. 

To Laurie, this was heaven. She looked forward to 
their getting a baby-sitter and spending the day together, 
or having Ike watch the kids while she spent the day shop¬ 
ping and running errands. She had felt so isolated and 
trapped that she couldn’t wait to just get away for a few 
hours. 

There was a breakdown in communications the first 
time Ike took a Monday off. He agreed to watch the kids 
for awhile, and she assumed he knew she would be gone 
most of the day. Many of his clients had not gotten the 
word of his day off, so he was trying to answer calls and 
do business over the phone while keeping track of the 
kids. The longer Laurie was gone, the angrier Ike became. 

When she got home, she got an earful. Not only was 
she not going to have a free baby-sitter on his next day off, 
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but he was going golfing all day His day off, in case she 
didn’t know it, was for his sake, not hers, and that was the 
way it was going to be. 

“When do I get a day off?” she whined. It was a mis¬ 
take to ask that just then, though it was a valid question. 

“You get a day off all day every day,” he said foolishly. 
He lived to regret that remark. 

When tempers cooled, the Vanderays knew they had 
a problem. Ike got an answering machine that informed 
everyone that he was unavailable on Mondays. He pledged 
to baby-sit from breakfast through lunch on Mondays so 
Laurie could eat out with friends and get her errands and 
shopping done. She agreed to let him do whatever he 
wanted in the afternoon, and if she needed a baby-sitter so 
she could go with him or remain out on her own, that was 
OK. Monday evenings also became their date nights. 

“It revolutionized our marriage,” Ike says. “I feel like 
I’m helping her. I get time to get away and have some fun. 
She’s happier because she gets out, sometimes for the 
whole day and evening. And even though we each are get¬ 
ting some freedom to do what we want to do, we are also 
seeing more of each other than ever.” 

Laurie says Ike seems like the same young, energetic, 
funny, creative guy she married. “He’s less uptight, and we 
have fun like we used to. We talk like never before. Some¬ 
times we go somewhere before or after dinner, but some¬ 
times we don’t. Sometimes we close the restaurant, sitting 
there gabbing and planning and telling each other every¬ 
thing all evening. We’ve even been known to go and 
park!” 

Other Hedges 

Some couples schedule a breakfast out each week. I 
know a pastor and two business executives who have reg¬ 
ular appointments with their wives booked right onto 
their calendars, and their secretaries know those dates are 
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inviolate. They don’t necessarily tell the callers where 
their boss will be, but they do know to say, “I’m sorry 
That slot is filled.” 

To a busy man, an appointment with his wife on a 
regular basis is every bit as much of a hedge as mine are. 
Spend time talking with your wife. Find out what her 
deepest needs are, what she really wants and requires 
from you. Then plant a hedge around that, around her, 
around you, around your marriage. It’ll be the best gar¬ 
dening you’ve ever done. 






Study Guide 

by William D. Watkins 


I his may be a painful book for you to read. You may be 
close to someone who has left his or her spouse for some¬ 
one else. Or perhaps you have fallen prey to adultery—or 
your wife did—and it devastated you. Maybe you have 
flirted with opportunities to find sexual satisfaction out¬ 
side the boundaries of your marriage but you have not 
gone over the edge yet. You may have thoughts about liai¬ 
sons with other women, but so far you’ve kept them in 
check even though you feel guilty about them. Whatever 
the source, reading about John and Sue, and David and 
Bathsheba, made you feel uncomfortable. You knew, deep 
inside, how easy it would be for you to become a statistic 
of infidelity. 

Without trivializing your thoughts, feelings, and hurts, 
I want to welcome you to the human race. You are not 
alone. Many men and women have experienced what you 
have. And if marital unfaithfulness has entered your life, 
God’s grace and mercy can heal the wounds left in its 
wake. 
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But this book isn’t about picking up the pieces after 
infidelity has broken up a marriage. Its about how to pro¬ 
tect your marriage from infidelity so that your marriage 
will stay intact. God wants to help you take the necessary 
steps to plant hedges of loving protection around your 
marriage. He doesn’t want sexual promiscuity to even 
sneak a peek at your marriage, much less locate a weak 
spot that it can exploit. 

This study guide is designed to supplement Loving 
Your Marriage Enough to Protect It in helping you plant 
hedges. Here you will have an opportunity to personally 
apply this book’s counsel, to do the spade work in your 
own life and marriage, to gain a better understanding of 
yourself, how you are led astray or, even without realizing 
it, tempt others, and how you can protect yourself and 
your relationship to your wife from the often subtle but 
always devastating temptation of infidelity Sometimes the 
material may hit a little close to home and create some 
personal pain. But better you experience the wounds of a 
friend than the kisses of an enemy (Proverbs 27:6). So let’s 
get started. 






CHAPTER ONE 

The Tangled Web 

1. Before-and-after pictures always compare different 
conditions, and the contrast is usually startling. For in¬ 
stance, a before picture may show someone who is greatly 
overweight, and the after picture will show that same per¬ 
son thin and attractive. Before-and-after pictures can de¬ 
pict differences in people who have gone from poverty to 
wealth or from illness to health or from hair loss to hair 
gain. But the pictures do not always have to go from the 
negative to the positive. In chapter 1 we got the before- 
and-after pictures of two couples—John and Sue, and David 
and Bathsheba. In both cases their relationship went from 
good to terrible, from moral to immoral, from friendly to 
promiscuous. And in both cases innocent loved ones were 
hurt by their unfaithfulness. 

Take a closer look at each couple. Go back through 
chapter 1 and also read 2 Samuel 11 and 12 (for more on 
David and Bathsheba). See if you can catch the before- 
and-after details of each “photograph” of unfaithfulness, 
then record them in the chart below On the “before” 
side, jot down what elements of their behavior led to sex¬ 
ual immorality Touching? Looks of endearment? Making 
excuses to be together? Things like that. On the “after” 
side of the chart, record what happened to each couple 
and their loved ones as a result of their sin. The contrast 
isn’t a pretty one, but it’s one we need to keep in mind to 
help us remain faithful in our marriages. 
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Portraits of Infidelity 



2. Now let’s take a personal inventory. Look back 
over the previous chart. What items in that list of “be- 
fores” might have been catalysts to lead you astray from 
your wife? What other apparently safe and innocent ac¬ 
tions might also tempt you? What not-so-innocent actions 
stir feelings inside you that are better left between you 
and your spouse? Answer these questions in the following 
chart under the “before” column. 








STUDY GUIDE 


149 


Then ask yourself, What would I stand to lose if I ever 
crossed over the sexually moral boundaries? These count- 
ing-the-cost items should be recorded under the “after” 
column below. Here you’re taking a before-and-after pho¬ 
tograph that we will work together to keep from ever be¬ 
coming a reality. 

Inventory Prevention 



3. Over the next few weeks, venture out and ask 
some of your friends or work associates if they know any¬ 
one who has become an infidelity statistic. Your goal is 
not to get in on some gossip or gather all the awful details 
or walk away with a self-righteous attitude. Rather, you just 
want to get a better picture of the landscape, to find out 
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just how pervasive this problem really is. In doing so, re¬ 
member: It doesn’t take much for you or me to become 
one of those statistics, so we need to do all we can to stay 
on our guard lest we also fall. 


CHAPTER TWO 

The Changing Climate 

1. The statistics and examples cited throughout this 
chapter paint a very bleak picture of the contemporary 
sexual scene in our society. Lets see how the climate has 
changed over the years. 

Walk back through the recesses of your mind to re¬ 
discover what your parents said about moral values and 
behavioral expectations during their teenage and early 
married years. What do you remember about what they 
told you? 


Now come forward in time to the days of your teen 
and early married years. (If you’re newly married, concen¬ 
trate on your teen years.) What was the moral and behav¬ 
ioral situation like then? 
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Compare the two eras to today What has changed? 
What do you see that makes adultery easier to engage in 
now than it did during your parents’ generation or even in 
your earlier days? 


2. Excuses, excuses. It’s amazing how much we make 
excuses for our wrongdoing instead of taking responsibility 
for it and striving to keep it from happening again. We 
may not be experts in very much, but almost all of us rank 
as specialists when it comes to excuse-making. It shouldn’t 
surprise us, then, that excuses run rampant when a mar¬ 
ried man or woman tries to justify sexual immorality Un¬ 
doubtedly you’ve heard some of the excuses used. Jot 
them down, along with others someone might come up 
with. There’s enough space below for six excuses. Then, 
under each excuse, write an appropriate response. What 
you’re doing is providing answers in advance of rationali¬ 
zations you may begin using to exonerate your desire to 
develop a promiscuous relationship. Hopefully, this can 
begin to serve as some preventative medicine against sin 
—a way to talk yourself out of making a terrible mistake. 

Excuse 1: __ 

Response 1:__ 

Excuse 2: __ 

Response 2:__ 


Excuse 3: 
Response 3: 
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Excuse 4: _ 

Response 4: _ 

Excuse 5: _ 

Response 5: _ 

Excuse 6: _ 

Response 6:_ 

3. On page 31, Jerry Jenkins stated that, regardless of 
the excuses men give for leaving their wives for another 
woman, the reason for their action “nearly always can be 


traced to lust, pride, and a false sense of their own 
strength.” What are your thoughts on this? Do you agree 
or disagree with this statement? Why? In what ways can 
you see these three problem areas giving rise to infidelity? 












4. According to chapter 2, we need at least two things 
firmly in place to avoid falling prey to sexual sin: fear and 
flight. What makes these elements so critical? Combine 
your thoughts on this matter along with those given in the 
chapter. 
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CHAPTER THREE 

Don’t Blame God 

1. What turns you on? What is it about the opposite 
sex that you find exciting, alluring, attractive? Record your 
answers in the left-hand column. 

Now go talk to your wife and ask her the same ques¬ 
tions. Record her answers in the right-hand column. 

Finally, on the chart below jot down the similarities 
and differences you see between your answers and your 
wife’s. From all this, what conclusions would you draw 
about how the sexes are attracted to each other? What 
draws males to females? What draws females to males? 

The Attraction Factors 


WHAT ATTRACTS 

ME TO WOMEN 

WHAT ATTRACTS 

MY WIFE TO MEN 
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My conclusions: 


2. What attracts us to the opposite sex is one thing; 
what we believe about that attraction is something else. 
The former deals with the natural, the physical, while the 
latter concerns our thoughts, our attitudes. And for all of 
us, our thoughts and attitudes about women and sexuality 
have been heavily impacted by our parents and peers and 
culture. So lets try to gain some objectivity about all this. 

What do you believe about women and sex? 


Are you sex repressive, sex avoidant, sex obsessive, 
or sex expressive (see p. 39)?- 

What were your parents?_ 

How did you come to believe what you do about 
women and sex? What people or things most impacted 
your perspective? 


How do you know your beliefs are true? Have you 
ever challenged them or tested them against Scripture? 
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3. When you look at a beautiful woman (and don’t 
lie, you know you look!), can you look at her simply as 
“something made attractive by God” (p. 40) or do other 
thoughts flash through your mind? What do you think you 
can do to avoid looking at a woman lustfully? 


4. If need be, refresh your memory about what was 
said on pages 40-44 about the different ways men and 
women are sexually aroused. How might these realiza¬ 
tions affect the way you view and treat attractive or provo¬ 
catively dressed women? 


CHAPTER FOUR 

The Dynamics of Flirtation 

1. You’re sitting in a restaurant having a night out 
with your wife. She gets up to go to the rest room. She 
isn’t gone for more than a few seconds when you catch a 
glimpse of a very beautiful woman just a few tables away 
Your eyes linger. She looks in your direction and briefly 
returns your stare. Embarrassed, you look away—but not 






156 


LOVING TOUR MARRIAGE ENOUGH TO PROTECT IT 


for long. Slowly, you turn your head back in her direction, 
and you find that she is now staring at you and smiling! 

Maybe this hasn’t happened to you. Perhaps flirta¬ 
tious incidents happened at a party at the office, at a 
friend’s house, on a business or vacation trip. Describe a 
couple of these incidents, including telling how they be¬ 
gan and ended and how they made you feel. 

Incident 1: _ 


Incident 2: 














2. Now, imagine that these incidents happened to 
your wife instead of to you. Imagine her as the flirter or 
flirtee. How does that make you feel? Why? 
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3. What do you think about the statement that flirting 
is “mental and emotional unfaithfulness” (p. 47)? Do you 
agree or disagree with it? Why? 


4. Marital flirting can be a lot of fun. And as Jerry Jen¬ 
kins says, in flirting with your wife “you can do the same 
things, only everything you’re thinking about and hoping 
will come of it is legal, normal, acceptable, and beautiful” 
(p. 46). When was the last time you flirted with your wife? 
What did you do? How did she respond? 


What flirtatious advances can you make toward your 
wife this week to begin rekindling some romance in your 
relationship? 
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CHAPTER FIVE 

The Biblical Basis for Hedges 

1. “A God who created everything and loved us 
enough to make the supreme sacrifice for us has reasons 
for His prohibitions and would rather see us happy and 
fulfilled than miserable and confined” (p. 56). How does 
that statement square with your understanding and expe¬ 
rience of God, especially in relationship to marriage and 
sex? 



2. In Matthew 5, Jesus not only agrees with the Old 
Testament Law by condemning murder, but He extends it 
to unjustifiable anger toward a brother. He does the same 
with adultery by extending the prohibition against it to 
cover even lusting over another woman. 

If you have ever hated someone or lusted for some¬ 
one, you have broken the Law That means you sinned 
against God and came under the Law’s condemnation and 
ultimate penalty—death. The only way to get out from un¬ 
der this sentence is for someone to take your place— 
someone who has never broken the Law and who is will¬ 
ing to pay your penalty. The Bible declares that this some¬ 
one is Jesus Christ, the Son of God, who came into human 
history as a man and died for our sins—yours and mine— 
and rose from the grave immortal, victorious over death 
so that we could overcome death as well. To receive and 
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enjoy such a great gift, all you have to do is place your 
trust in Jesus Christ, to accept Him into your life as your 
rescuer, Savior, and sin bearer. 

If you have any doubts about who Jesus is or what He 
has done for you, look up the following references and 
consider what they have to say. If you still aren’t sure, ask 
someone who has already taken this step of trust to help 
you understand what all this is about. It’s important—to 
you, your marriage, your ultimate destiny. Nothing you do 
in life will ever be as critical as this. 

Look up and read these passages: John 3:1-21; Ro¬ 
mans 3:9-28; 10:9-13; 2 Corinthians 5:21. 

3. In the Old Testament, several crimes were singled 
out as worthy of capital punishment. Two of those were 
murder (Exodus 21:12) and adultery (Leviticus 20:10). 
Pages 58-62 explain why the Bible puts adultery on the 
same level as murder. Look over those pages again, then 
put in your own words the reasons given. You need to 
remember the seriousness with which God—the one who 
really wants the best for you—views marital unfaithful¬ 
ness. 


4. Adultery certainly wreaks havoc in marriages and 
families. Perhaps you know some couples who have expe¬ 
rienced the tornadolike destructive force of adultery. 
What were the consequences of that sin in their relation¬ 
ships? Take some time to list them, not to gloat or gossip, 
but to impress on your mind and heart what terrible 
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blows infidelity can wield. Fear of the consequences can 
often motivate us to avoid the sin. 


5- But what if the temptation of sexual immorality is 
knocking at your door? What if temptation is flirting with 
you, enticing you to come closer to take and enjoy the 
pleasure it promises? What can you do? Is God around to 
help? \fc>u bet He is! Read 1 Corinthians 10:13- Write it in 
the space provided below You may even want to memo¬ 
rize it or keep it close at hand. And remember, the prom¬ 
ised “escape comes with the temptation. It’s preventative 
medicine, not first-aid after you’ve already set your course 
on a path toward injury” (p. 63). 


6. If adultery has already entered your life, if you are 
the one who has been unfaithful, not only mentally but 
actually, the guilt you feel is real, but thank the Lord it is 
not the end of the story. Christ has provided forgiveness 
for you. His death covers your sin, as it does all other sins. 
And His forgiveness opens the door to a new life. You can 
start over, you can have a new future. Read the account of 
Jesus and the adulteress in John 8:1-12. You may also want 
to reread pages 61—62. Then take some time to come be¬ 
fore Jesus in prayer. Just as He forgave the adulteress and 
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sent her away to a new life, so He will forgive you. Go and 
ask Him about it. He’s ready to listen if you’re ready to 
receive. 


CHAPTER SIX 

The Power of Self-Deception 

1. When strategic ground is seized, its captors set 
about securing it so that no one can take it from them. And 
although they fortify the entire area, they will always put 
their greatest fortification efforts into the areas of their 
greatest vulnerability Where are the easiest places for the 
enemy to gain a foothold and take the ground from us? 
Those are the places where the barbed wire, the weapons, 
the number of guards, and other available forms of de¬ 
fense need to be most thoroughly established. Otherwise, 
the ground lies ineffectively protected, easy pickings for a 
clever, persistent enemy. 

What’s true in military warfare is also true in moral 
warfare. If you want to protect yourself and your family 
from the enemy of infidelity, you need to survey the pe¬ 
rimeter of your mind, body, and heart and discern where 
your areas of weakness lie. Although the enemy will some¬ 
times attack your strong sides, it will never ignore your 
vulnerable areas, so, the better you know what they are 
and take the required steps to strongly secure them, the 
better off you’ll be. 

What follows is a list of many of the ways infidelity 
seeks to tempt us. If your weaknesses lie in some other 
areas, I have left room in the left-hand column for you to 
add those. As you consider each potential hazard, put a 
check mark in the right-hand column noting the level of 
your vulnerability. We’ll work on how to secure these ar¬ 
eas later, but for now the key is recognizing your weak- 
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nesses. You won’t fortify what you think is already 
impregnable, so be brutally honest with yourself. 

Security Assessment 


TEMPTATION SOURCES 


1. A womans looks 

2. A woman’s dress 

3. Bathing suits 

4. Friendly talk 

5. Friendly touching 

6. Friendly listening 

7. Flirting 

8. Pornography 

9. Prostitutes 

10. 900 phone numbers 

11. Ads/Commercials 

12. Magazines 
13- Books 

14. Television 

15. Cable programs 

16. Movies 

17. Plays 

18. Music 

19. Art 

20. Posters 

21. Lingerie stores/depts. 

22. Health clubs 

23. Business trips 

24. Vacations 

25. Flattery 

26. - 


LEVEL OF VULNERABILITY 


High Medium Low 
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2. In the chapters that follow, you will be introduced 
to the hedges of protection Jerry Jenkins has built around 
himself and his marriage. What he has secured represents 
his areas of weakness. Now that you have identified your 
vulnerable points, reflect on what you’ve done in the past 
to secure these weak points in your defenses. Were your 
security measures successful? If so, why? If not, why did 
they fail? This kind of assessment is not meant to shame 
you or induce guilt; rather its purpose is to help you 
strengthen your defenses against future attacks. 


3. Relying on what you have read and understand 
about yourself so far, what steps would you take in the 
future to shore up your defenses at each of your points of 
vulnerability? We’ll go into that more later, but for now you 
need to begin thinking about what you can do to start pro¬ 
tecting yourself today Remember, our carnal desires and 
drives are intense. If you’re still unsure about that, medi¬ 
tate on the confessions of the apostle Paul (Rom. 7:14-23), 
perhaps the greatest missionary in the church’s history. 






164 


LOVING YOUR MARRIAGE ENOUGH TO PROTECT IT 


No one is exempt from the pressures of the flesh. The 
only human in history to ever resist them completely was 
Jesus Christ, and we’re certainly not better than Him. So 
do some preplanning now on how you’re going to escape 
temptation. It can go a long way toward bringing you vic¬ 
tory when the assaults come. 


MY VULNERABILITY POINTS 


MY DEFENSIVE PLANS 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

Two’s Company; Three’s Security 

1. Read 1 Thessalonians 4:3-8, then summarize it in 
your own words: 


Now read 1 Thessalonians 5:22 and paraphrase it 
here: 


What do these passages tell you about what God ex¬ 
pects from His children? 


2. Think back over your dating and married years. 
What did you do that may not have been bad in itself but 
gave the appearance of wrongdoing? What happened as a 
result of those events? Were you misunderstood? Was any¬ 
one hurt? Did any relationships suffer? 




166 


LOVING YOUR MARRIAGE ENOUGH TO PROTECT IT 


3. Drawing on the answers you provided in number 
2 above, consider how the presence of a third party 7 might 
have alleviated the problems you experienced. What are 
your thoughts on this? 


4. Imagine four situations (for example, a luncheon, 
dinner appointment, business trip, counseling session, or 
friendly get-together) where your weak points would be 
exposed with another woman. Then imagine how a third 
party’s presence could help protect against your weak¬ 
nesses pulling you into sin—even the appearance of it. Be 
sure to select third parties who would really help you, not 
impede the fulfillment of your protective needs. Remem¬ 
ber the power of self-deception. 

Situation 1:-— 


A third party assist: 


Situation 2: 
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A third party assist: 


Situation 3: 


A third party assist: 


Situation 4: 


A third party assist: 


5. Commit right now to secure at least two people 
this week who would be willing to be third-party protec¬ 
tors for you in potentially vulnerable situations. Also, for 
those situations where it’s impractical or impossible to 
have a helpful third party, think about some steps you can 
take to keep your defenses strong, then begin to put those 
measures into practice. If you want, record some of those 
measures here or consult some of the defensive plans you 
listed in the previous chapter’s study guide questions. The 
main thing is that you start putting into practice what you 
know you need. 
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6. Having a plan of protection intact before we are 
tempted is critical. But it’s also important to know when 
we are the most vulnerable to temptation so that we can 
come to a screeching halt well before any temptations 
come. Look back over the bulleted items listed on page 
81. Which ones struck you as some of your most vulnera¬ 
ble times of being rear-ended by sin? Which ones repre¬ 
sent danger points now? 


Take some time to go before the Lord and confess to 
Him your areas of struggle at this time. Ask Him to keep 
these before your mind and to grant you discernment to 
know when you are in situations that could play on these 
weaknesses to your detriment. He doesn’t want you to fail; 
He wants you to remain pure, as we saw in the passages 
from 1 Thessalonians. So you can be confident that He 
will answer this prayer. 

7. Before we end this chapter, give some thought to 
the hedge you need to build around meeting with unrelat¬ 
ed women. Jerry Jenkins gives his on page 75. Write out an 
appropriate one for yourself below. 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

Touchy, Touchy! 

1. Touching can indicate concern, compassion, care, 
forgiveness, greeting, and a host of other innocent, loving 
messages. But touching can also excite arousal, sexual pas¬ 
sion, fantasies—all good between husband and wife, but 
explosive land mines between others. What kind of touch¬ 
ing by someone other than your wife prompts thoughts or 
feelings that should be reserved for your spouse? 


When have your well-intentioned touches been inter¬ 
preted otherwise? 


2. Who of the opposite sex do you feel comfortable 
touching, knowing that it will not lead beyond an expres¬ 
sion of friendship for either of you? 
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Does your wife approve of your behavior with these 
people? Does she know about it? If not, why not? 



3. Which men does your wife feel free to touch in 
your presence? 



4. Can you recount an incident where what began as 
innocent touching led to a strain or break in a marriage? 
What unfulfilled needs do you think were present in that 
marriage that might have given innocent touching an illicit 
edge? 
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Do you see any of those or other unfulfilled needs 
present in your marital relationship? If so, what are they? 


5. Given the present state of your marriage and your 
weaknesses, develop a hedge in the area of touching that 
will protect you and your wife. You may want to refer to 
page 83 and reread Jerry Jenkins’s hedge on this. It may 
give you some guidance in formulating yours and record¬ 
ing it here. 


CHAPTER NINE 

Some Compliments Don’t Pay 

1. Imagine you are at a fancy dinner party with your 
wife, and soon after you arrive you get separated and 
caught up in different groups of guests. Eventually, you 
become engaged in a conversation with one of the beauti¬ 
ful but married female guests—a person you know and 
have worked with in the past. Impressed with her, you 
search for compliments to express that fact, but you want 
to be careful to express yourself wisely and appropriately 
You don’t want her to think that you are coming on to her 
in any way 

Below are twelve compliments you might give. Using 
a check mark (i>), indicate which ones you think are ap- 
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propriate and which ones are inappropriate. Then in the 
space allotted below the chart, explain in each case why 
you made the decision you did. 


Gauging Your Responses 


AN APPROPRIATE COMPLIMENT? 

YES 

NO 

1. “The way you handle clients is superb.” 



2. “A goddess should look so good.” 

— 

_ 

3. “I enjoy spending time with you, and I sure miss 
you when you are gone.” 



4. “You are simply beautiful.” 

— 

_ 

5- “Your dress is stunning.” 

_ 

_ 

6. “I have never seen such a sexy outfit on such a 
sexy woman before.” 



7. “You are a wonderful mother to your children.” 

_ 

_ 

8. “What a thoughtful thing to do for your hus¬ 
band.” 



9- “I wish my wife appreciated me as much as you 
do.” 



10. “I really like your new hairstyle.” 

— 

— 

11. “I love the way your eyes sparkle when you 
laugh.” 



12. “You are a warm, caring person in spite of what 
your husband says." 

_ 

_ 


The Reasons for Your Choices 
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9. 

10 . 

11 . 

12 . 


2. Now imagine that the beautiful woman at the din¬ 
ner party is your wife and she is approached by another 
male guest who is as struck with her as you were with the 
other female guest. Which of the above compliments of 
your wife would you consider appropriate coming from 
him? Mark those above, using an asterisk (*) rather than a 
check mark. Are there any differences between what you 
accepted as appropriate for yourself and what you deem 
acceptable for him? If so, why? 


3. Now sit down with your wife and ask her which of 
the above compliments she would interpret as an out-of- 
bounds flirtatious advance or as an innocent remark of 
praise about her taste, style, work abilities, and the like. 
Are there any differences between what you chose as ap¬ 
propriate and what she chose? If so, tell what the differ¬ 
ences are and what they tell you about your wife and 
perhaps other women too. 
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4. Compliments work both ways—you can be the 
giver or the recipient. What are some compliments you 
enjoy receiving? What need—“love, acceptance, belong¬ 
ing, caring, and tenderness” (p. 94)—do they touch in 
your life? 



5. Among the four voices mentioned—pleasure, ro¬ 
manticism, sex, and ego needs—that lure people away 
from their marriages and families into adulterous relation¬ 
ships, which one(s) entices you the most? Which one(s) is 
the most alluring to your wife? Take some time to discuss 
this together so that you can better understand each oth- 
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er’s needs and desires. Record what you feel free to reveal 
below. Your answers may surprise each of you, and they 
may lead to a deeper desire in both of you to meet each 
other’s needs. 


6. Before pressing on, plant another hedge regarding 
complimenting women other than your wife. State your 
hedge here. 


CHAPTER TEN 

Looking Down the Barrel 
of a Loaded Gun 

1. Jerry Jenkins writes, “I put flirtation and suggestive 
conversation in the same category as a loaded gun” (p. 
101). Let’s delve into some Proverbs to verify this state¬ 
ment. Look up the passages cited below, then in the space 
provided, summarize what each passage says about words 
and the power they have to edify, tempt, or hurt ourselves 
and others. 
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Proverbs 5:1-6 


Proverbs 7:4-5 


Proverbs 7:10, 21 


Proverbs 12: 

18-19 

Proverbs 13: 

3 

Proverbs 15: 

4 

Proverbs 15: 

23 

Proverbs 18:20-21 


Proverbs 21:23 


Proverbs 26:28 


2. How do you use your speech with women? Do 
you want them to hear appropriate compliments or catch 
innuendoes meant to convey less-than-innocent inten¬ 
tions? Because we are so good at self-deception, I would 
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suggest that you ask your wife or a close male friend to 
answer these questions in your behalf. What do they per¬ 
ceive in your talks with the opposite sex? Don’t get defen¬ 
sive when they answer you. Just listen to what they say, 
then take it before God in prayer, asking Him to help 
make your heart receptive. Record what happens below. 


3. How does your wife feel about the way you talk to 
her or about her? Does she feel your love and care or 
something altogether different? These may be difficult 
questions to discuss with her, depending on the health of 
your relationship. But if at all possible, even if you have to 
do it in writing, start talking about these issues. She deeply 
desires your love and acceptance every bit as much as you 
need hers, and that includes the way you talk to each oth¬ 
er. Once you have done this together, relate below what 
you would like to change about your speech that will 
compliment rather than crush your wife. 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

Memories 

1. Let your mind drift back to the day you got mar¬ 
ried. You were so excited, perhaps a bit scared, anticipat¬ 
ing a new life with the one person you loved more than 
anyone else in the world. That day you vowed to each oth¬ 
er that your marriage was forever, your love would rejoice 
in every good that came your way, and it would overcome 
every evil that tried to harm you. You were committed to 
each other—no matter what. 

When was the last time you reminded each other of 
those vows? When did you last make your wife feel secure 
in your love by somehow repeating your life-long com¬ 
mitment to her? Several suggestions on how to do this are 
mentioned on pages 110-11. Use them as a springboard 
for your own imagination, or simply take one of those 
ideas and apply it to your situation. But somehow demon¬ 
strate the level of your love for your wife by telling her of 
your continued commitment to your wedding vows. 

2. There’s no doubt about it—adultery violates the 
trust between married partners at the deepest level and 
creates chaos that few relationships ever survive. To make 
this more personal, imagine being unfaithful to your wife 
and getting caught. Imagine the depth of her hurt and the 
wave of anger and incredible disappointment that would 
sweep over her, threatening to crush her. If you have chil¬ 
dren, imagine their confusion, hurt, even self-condemna¬ 
tion for the pain you brought into their world. It’s an ugly 
picture, isn’t it? Do you think your remorse and repen- 
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tance would change it? Maybe, but certainly not right 
away, and it would never be the same as it was before 
your sin. How can the loss of such intimate, total trust ever 
be fully restored, if restored at all? 

Below, list the blessings you have in your marriage 
and family, then note which ones you would lose if you 
ever violated your marriage vows. You will see clearly 
enough how great the cost of sin really is. 

Counting the Cost 
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3. Now plant another hedge, using your marriage 
vows for seed. Record your hedge below. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 

Quality Time vs. Quantity Time 

1. “Kids don’t know the difference [between quality 
time and quantity time]. What they need is time—all they 
can get. Quantity time is quality time, whether you’re dis¬ 
cussing the meaning of the cosmos or just climbing on 
dad” (p. 119). Do you agree with that statement? If not, 
why? If so, how do you make quantity time with your kids? 
If you don’t have children yet, consider how much time 
you would like to spend with them each day, all things 
being equal. 


2. If you have children and they are old enough to 
talk, ask them how they like to spend time with daddy and 
if they would like you to spend more time with them. 
You’ll discover that quality time and quantity time have no 
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distinctions in their minds. Put yourself in their shoes. 
Suppose someone you loved only spent a few minutes 
with you each day rather than a few hours. How would 
you interpret that level of involvement? 

3. Talk to two or three older fathers you know and 
respect and ask them what “if only’s” they might have as 
they reflect on their marriages and parenting. Ask them to 
tell you what they would do again and what they would 
definitely change. Record their answers below 

Father 1: - 


Father 2: 


Father 3: 
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4. Reflecting on these fathers’ responses, what 
changes might you need to make so that you don’t make 


their mistakes? 









5. With so many marriages ending in divorce and so 
many children living in broken homes, your children may 


be scared that they will become like so many of their 
friends. Besides spending time with them, what else can 
you do to provide a sense of security and safety for them 
regarding the strength and life-commitment of your mar¬ 
riage? Be as specific as you can. 


Commit this week to begin putting shoe leather to these 
steps in the lives of your kids. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

Everybody Loves a Story 

1. We love stories. Everywhere you turn, someone is 
telling a story—on a street corner, in an office building, at 
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the grocery store, in magazines or books, on television 
and the movie screen. Wherever people are, you will find 
stories in abundance. 

One of the most important stories you can tell to 
your children, friends, relatives, strangers—whoever will 
listen—is the story of how you met your wife, fell in love 
with her, courted her, and met her at the altar. The story 
will bring back precious memories and settle in your chil¬ 
dren’s minds—not to mention anyone else’s who hears it 
—the reasons you married the treasure you did. 

If you haven’t told the story for a while, find oppor¬ 
tunities to tell it, especially to your children, in the coming 
days and weeks. I would even recommend that you and 
your wife provide your own written accounts of those 
events and preserve them for your children and grand¬ 
children in a photo album or diary of some sort. Your re¬ 
cord could easily become an inspiration to your posterity, 
encouraging them to seek for their loves and commit to 
them as you did to yours. You can’t leave many treasures 
more precious than that. 

2. At least a few times each week, remind your wife 
of some aspect of your first meeting, courtship, wedding, 
or honeymoon. Continue to rekindle your love for her 
through those incredible moments of your shared history. 
She will never tire of your reminders. Take time here to 
list some ways you can remind her of those special days. 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

When Victory Comes 

1. Aside from God, only you and your wife know the 
present condition of your marriage. If you have worked 
through all the questions in this study guide, you may 
have learned more about your marriage’s current status 
than you ever cared to know That’s OK. For the health of 
your marriage, you needed to know those things. 

But you still may feel the pressure to give your wife 
less time and your work and other people more time. You 
may even find that your ego is boosted more away from 
home than it is at home. If that’s the case, your marriage is 
in trouble—deep trouble. Don’t wait any longer. Like Pat 
Williams, turn your creative, hard-working energy toward 
your marriage and family They deserve the best, not left¬ 
overs or table scraps. Unfortunately, in our high-paced, 
pressure-cooker society, it’s the easiest thing in the world 
to give our wives far less than they need, much less than 
they deserve. The same goes for our children. 

Get radical! Step back from all the demands. You may 
even need to get away for a day or two to do that. Examine 
how you spend your time. What leaps up as the most time- 
consuming and energy-draining? That’s where your high¬ 
est priorities are. Now what kind of time are you giving 
your wife and children? That will tell you how high they 
are on your priority list. What did you discover? 
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2. Do you see some changes that need to be made? 
What are they? Beside each one list one step you can take 
within the next two weeks to begin reorganizing your life 
so that it reflects what is truly the most important. Remem¬ 
ber, no one says on his deathbed, “I wish I had spent 
more time at the office.” Regrets are usually unnecessary 
Don’t allow regrets to ruin your golden years. Take the 
steps now to lay regrets aside and embrace the joys of 
well-chosen and well-established priorities. Your wife and 
children will be forever in your debt, and you will be in 
theirs as well. Everyone will benefit far beyond what you 
can even imagine. 
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